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PRELUDE 


Since time immemorial man has longed to be beyond 
the horizons. Now after centuries of his travels most 
horizons have been passed, but there are still the un- 
climbed peaks. 

Protected as we are to-day in our specialized twenti- 
eth-century lives, few have known, even for a short time, 
a primitive existence or felt the thrill of pitting their 
strength against the forces of nature. Men who climb 
mountains go in humility to try their skill and know- 
ledge against wind and cold, great heights and far dis- 
tances. They know that the contest purges them of 
artificialities, returning them to their homes refreshed. 
Having faced life stripped to essentials, they can better 
appreciate and properly evaluate the luxuries of 
civilization. 

Man is continually struggling to reach a tangible 
goal, a definite objective. That is why men struggle to 
the North Pole, the South Pole, towards Mindanao 
Deep or Everest. 

Expeditions to high mountains free man from the 
trammels of everyday living, pit him against the forces 
of nature, furnish him one small point to reach. To gain 
a summit he must strain himself to the utmost : he is on 
a pilgrimage. With him are men bound on the same 
pilgrimage, and the kinship of an arduous expedition 
is deep and lasting. Only a team that thinks and feels 
as one man can succeed in this quest. 

To those who have gone before us in the Karakoram, 
and especially to Luigi Amedeo, Duke of the Abruzzi, 
we owe oxn: greatest debt. More personal is our grati- 
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tude for the help and inspiration of Ellis Fisher, J. 
Monroe Thoiington, Edward Groth, Harry P. Nichols, 
William F, Loomis and Oscar Houston. 

To Elizabeth Farrand George we are deeply in- 
debted for the drawings in this book. 

Ours is the tale of a party of six climbers and six 
porters who tried as one to climb the second highest 
mountain in the world. Our story, like our climb, is 
the work of a team. 

One word more. We had originally planned a six- 
man attack on the mountain, but circumstances forced 
us to leave two men in support. Streatfeild and Burd- 
sall, on whom fell this duty, contributed fully as much 
to the work of the team as any man who went higher. 

R.H.B. 

G.S.H. 
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CHAPTER I 
The Idea 

Charles S. Houston^ M.D. 
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Chapter I The Idea 

B I G things are often done in the small hours. 

Bob Bates was just climbing into bed late at 
night when the telephone rang. 

“Is this Philadelphia, Evergreen six-eight-seven-six? 
New York is calling.” 

“Yes.” 

“Hello, Bob, this is Charlie. Sorry to wzike you up, 
but I want to ask you something.” 

“What is it?” 
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“Can you go to the Himalaya this summer?” 

“What’s that? What do you mean?” 

“Well, the club has just received permission to send 
a small party to Ka and they’ve asked me if I could 
get a group together.” 

“I’ll be darned!” 

sfc Hs * ❖ 

This was the beginning of the American Alpine Club 
Expedition to the second highest mountain in the world. 

:fc sic sK 4c 

In the north-west end of the mighty Himalaya lies a 
subsidiary range, the Karakoram, which contains many 
of the highest and most spectacular peaks in all the 
world. King of these giants is Ka, which rears its head 
a8,a50 feet above sea level, while its only peer. Mount 
Everest, 39,003 feet high, lies a thousand miles to the 
south and east. 

Since its discovery in 1856 only two expeditions have 
approached Ka with thoughts of attempting its ascent, 
and both parties fell far short of its distant top. Many 
reasons make the climb an outstandingly difficult prob- 
lem. First: the mountain is over 330 miles from the 
nearest city, Srinagar, capital of Kashmir, and for only 
the first 210 miles can pony transport be used. For the 
final 120 miles all equipment for a climbing group 
must be carried on men’s backs. Second : the walls of 
this nearly symmetrical four-sided pyramid rise 12,000 
feet above its base in exceptionally steep and broken 
slopes of rock and ice. So formidable are the few ap- 
proaches to its summit that many climbers have felt the 
ascent to be impossible, for climbing of such severity 
is almost prohibitive at great altitudes. In addition, 
establishing camps at frequent intervals up such pre- 
cipitous slopes requires much time and labour. 

A final factor is the weather. Though the dreaded 
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monsoon, which renders Everest unclimbable for so 
many months of snow and wind, probably does not 
penetrate the range of the Karakoram, still there is little 
definite information available to indicate the best sea- 
son for climbing there. By reading the scanty literature 
on the region one finds every opinion. Some writers feel 
that May and June are the months of choice, claiming 
that storms begin in July and continue till fall. Others 
have experienced almost perfect weather till mid- 
August. Friends in England told us that the fall months 
are most settled, and that from June till August fre- 
quent storms interrupt the cUmbing weather. In this 
conflict of opinion we decided to use the two months 
most convenient for our leaves of absence, and planned 
our attack for June and July. 

Three main ridges lead upward from the base of K2 
on its more accessible sides — ^the north-west, the north- 
east, and the south. Each of the three has been called 
the best climbing route by different parties, and the 
chief result which our group hoped to accomplish was 
to decide definitely which of the three was the safest 
and least difiicult approach to the summit. Could we 
determine which route offered most possibility of suc- 
cess, perhaps a later expedition, unhampered by the 
need of reconnoitring the mountain, might hope to 
reach the top. Ours then was to be a preliminary attack 
whose main plan was to find a way for a later party. 

To summarize briefly, then, we were to travel half- 
way round the world, to carry food and equipment for 
330 miles into the heart of a great range of mountains, 
there to work for six weeks above an sJtitude of 16,000 
feet. We were to examine three main ridges, separated 
by miles of glacier travel, and to decide which of the 
three would be most likely to furnish a route to the 
summit. Finally, given time, weather, and the smile of 
fortime, we were to try to reach that distant point. 

B 
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Geographical and Historical 
Richard L. Burdsall 





Chapter II Geographical and Historical 

T he Himalaya, “the abode of the snow,” extend 
in a great sweep of 1,500 miles along the northern 
frontier of India, a vast system of lofty mountain ranges 
and deep gorges. While sometimes considered as com- 
prising all of the mountains of Central Asia, the true 
Himalaya are confined to the area enclosed within the 
arms of the Indus and the Brahmaputra. These two 
rivers, the Indus bending around Nanga Parbat in the 
north-west and the Brahmaputra flowing through a tre- 
at 
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mendous gorge around Namcha Barwa at the south- 
eastern end of the range, collect the drainage from the 
northern slopes and carry it into the Indian Ocean. 
Other rivers, also rising on the northern side, cut 
directly through the range to the plains of India, so 
that the Himalaya, the backbone of Asia, though a 
barrier in every other sense, do not form the conti- 
nental divide. It is the Karakoram and lower, almost 
unknown ranges extending eastward across Tibet that 
separate the rivers flowing southward from those that 
flow northward to lose themselves in the deserts of 
Central Asia. 

As mountaineers we view the Himalaya much as our 
predecessors of i6o years ago viewed the Alps. In 1779 
a few of the small peaks had been climbed, but ail the 
greater ones were still unconquered and the prize 
offered by De Saussure for the discovery of a route to 
the summit of Mont Blanc (15,782 feet) was not to be 
claimed until Dr Packard and Balmat climbed it in 
1786. One by one the proud Alpine summits have 
yielded, and now every one of them has been climbed. 

For new peaks to conquer, the mountaineer may, 
however, turn to Asia and find them in overwhelming 
abundance. It seems impossible that all the mountains 
that exceed the altitude of Mont Blanc will ever be 
climbed. Confining our attention for the moment to 
those that exceed it by two miles or more, we find fifteen 
summits over 26,240 feet or 8,000 metres in altitude. 
The names, locations and heights of these mountains 
are given on p. 23. Not one of them has been climbed 
and only five have been attempted. 

Everest has been the objective of seven expeditions, 
two for reconnaissance and five for the purpose of 
climbing. Thus far the last thousand feet has proved 
impregnable. 

K2, previous to our expedition, had been attempted 
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twice, the highest altitude reached being 21,870 feet 


at Savoia Pass. 






Alti- 

Alti- 



tude 

tude 

Name 

Location 

in 

in 



feet 

meters 

Mount Everest 

Nepal Himalaya 

29,002 

8,840 

K2 

Karakoram 

28,250 

8,610 

Kangchenjunga I 

Nepal Himalaya 

28,146 

8,579 

Ei (Lho Tse) 

35 

27,890 

8,501 

Kangchenjunga II 

53 33 

27,803 

8,474 

Makalu 

33 33 

27,790 

8,470 

Dhaulagiri 

33 33 

26,810 

8,172 

Cho Oyu 

33 33 

26,750 

8,153 

Kutang I (Manaslu) 

33 33 

26,658 

8,125 

Nanga Parbat 

Punjab Himalaya 

26,620 

8,114 

Annapurna I (XXXIX) 

Nepal Himalaya 

26,504 

8,078 

Gasherbrum I (Hidden Peak) 

Karakoram 

26,470 

8,068 

Broad Peak 

33 

26,400 

8,047 

Gasherbrum II 

33 

26,360 

8,024 

Shisha Pangma (Gosainthan) 

Nepal Himalaya 

26,291 

8,013 


Kangchenjunga has been attempted by three large 
expeditions and it would be difficult indeed to equal 
the skill and determination of the parties led by Bauer 
in 1929 and 1931. The latter reached an altitude of 
25,256 feet on the north-east spur, or Bavarian Ridge 
as it is now known in their honoiu*. Two thousand, 
eight hundred and ninety feet remain unclimbed. 

Gasherbrum I, or Hidden Peak, was attempted by 
the Dyhrenfurth Expedition in 1934 and by the French 
Expedition in 1936, the latter reaching an altitude of 
about 22,960 feet when bad weather forced a retreat. 

Nanga Parbat, since it claimed the life of Mummery 
in 1895, has been the objective of five expeditions, two 
of which met with the greatest tragedies in mountain- 
eering history. In June 1934, the advance party was 
caught in a terrific storm which finally brought death 
to three climbers and four porters. On the 1937 ex- 
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pedition seven climbers and nine porters, while asleep 
at Gamp IV on the night of July 14, were buried by an 
avalanche. The highest altitude reached on Nanga 
Parbat is about the same as that on Kangchenjunga, 
25,256 feet, which was attained in 1934 just before the 
storm, the climbers being within 1,400 feet of their goal. 

The highest mountain whose summit has been 
reached is Nanda Devi (25,645 feet) in the central 
Himalaya of Garhwal, which was conquered by the 
British- American Himalayan Expedition of 1936, of 
which Houston was a member. The second highest 
mountain climbed is Kamet (25,447 45 niiles 

north-west of Nanda Devi, which yielded to a British 
expedition led by Smythe. 

After this brief review of Himalayan mountaineer- 
ing in general, let us turn to the Karakoram, the scene 
of our expedition. This range is located north of the 
western end of the Himalaya, from which it is 
separated by the Indus Valley. Starting in the bend of 
the Shyok River, a large tributary of the Indus, the 
Great Karakoram extend for a distance of 300 miles to 
the north-west, ending at the mountain Koz Sar 
(2 1,907 feet) and the Ghilinji Pass. The main range has 
been ^vided into seven groups bearing the name 
Muztagh (muz = ice, and tagh= mountains) ; the cen- 
tral group, known as the Baltoro Muztagh, is on the 
continental divide and culminates in K2. The Kara- 
koram might well be considered the top of Asia, for 
they surpass even the Himalaya in the number of giant 
peaks foxmd within a limited area. 

Karakoram comes from two words: Kara, meaning 
black, and koram, meaning fallen rock or gravel. Any- 
one visiting the mountains will agree that this name is 
appropriate, for though they themselves are white with 
snow, millions of tons of black fallen rock lie upon their 
glaciers. The name was extended to the mountains 
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from the Karakoram Pass farther east, over which 
caravans crossed on their long journey from India, 
Kashmir and Ladakh to the ancient city of Karakoram 
in Central Asia, the capital of Genghis Khan. 

And what of the name K2? It was a provisional 
designation given by the Survey of India, K standing 
for Karakoram and a for the particular peak. Ki was 
for Masherbrum and K3, K4, K5 the Gasherbrum 
peaks, the numbers being set down according to loca- 
tion, not altitude. Many other names have been pro- 
posed for K2, Mount Waugh, Mount Albert, Moimt 
Montgomerie, Mount Godwin-Austen, Mount Akbar, 
and Mount Baber. The name Mount Godwin-Austen 
has been widely used and is found on many maps. It 
was given in honour of the great explorer and Surveyor- 
General of India, upon whose grave is the inscription, 
“He surveyed the Karakoram.” 

But the Survey of India decided to reject all per- 
sonal names for mountains, save only that of Everest. 
Explorers have tried to discover a native name for K2 
and have reported Chiring, Chogori, Lanfafahad, 
Dapsang, and Lamba Pahar. These however have not 
been substantiated, and we fall back upon the Survey 
symbol K2, which is now firmly fixed, and will stand 
witness to the fact that this great mountain had no 
native name in general use. K2 seems appropriate, for 
it has a certain bold, grim flavour characteristic of 
the mountain which it designates. 

“ Babu, we have shot the giant,” are the words which 
Colonel Montgomerie is supposed to have said to his 
Indian recorder when he first intersected K2 firom 
Mount Haramukh in 1856. The altitude of K2 has 
been measured firom nine stations, distant 59 to 137 
miles, with results ranging from 28,218 feet to 28,323 
feet, the value finally adopted being 28,250 feet. Ac- 
cording to these official figures it is the second highest 
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mountain in the world — 752 feet lower than Everest 
and 104 feet higher than Kangchenjunga. It is still pos- 
sible however that Kangchenjunga, which is 900 miles 
south-east of K2, may eventually be found to exceed it 
in altitude, for the difference is small and present un- 
certainties of measurement fairly large. 

K2 is located about 800 miles north of Delhi, the 
capital of India, and is almost exactly on the other 
side of the world from Denver, Colorado. Its latitude is 
about the same as that of southern California, North 
Carolina, the Straits of Gibraltar, and Tokyo. ' 

There have been thirty expeditions to the Kara- 
koram, as shown by a list in the Appendix, which gives 
the date, leader, and principal accomplishment of 
each. Only those which worked in the immediate 
vicinity of K2 will be noted here. 

The Baltoro Glacier, discovered in 1861 by Godwin- 
Austen, who ascended it as far as the mouth of the 
Muztagh Glacier, was explored for its whole length 
in 1892 by a large expedition led by Sir Martin Con- 
way. After mapping the Hispar, Biafo, and Baltoro 
Glaciers, Conway, with Major Bruce, the guide Zur- 
briggen, and two Gurkhas, made the ascent of a 
22,6oo-foot summit which he named Pioneer Peak 
rising from a ridge of the Golden Throne. The account 
of this notable expedition is in Conway’s book. Climb- 
ing and Exploration in the Karakoram-Himalayas. 

The first attempt to climb K2 was made in 1902 by 
an expedition led by the English mountaineer O. 
Eckenstein, accompanied by two other Englishmen, 
A. E. Crowley and G. Knowles, two Austrians Drs H. 
Pfannl and V. Wesseley, and the Swiss doctor, J. J. 
Guillarmod, who told the story in his book, Six Mois 
dans r Himalaya. This was the first expedition to explore 
the upper Godwin-Austen Glacier, where they spent 
six weeks from June 20 to August 2. Gamp IX was 
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established a short distance south-west of the foot of 
the north-east spur of Ka, as this was the route by 
which they had decided to attack the mountain. 

On July 10 Wesseley and Guillarmod left this camp 
at 5.30 a.m. in an attempt to gain the snowy shoulder 
of the spur. As they approached this point Guillarmod 
relates that they found a metre of powder snow which 
had to be brushed away before they could cut steps in 
the hard, black ice, each step required twenty to thirty 
blows of the axe. They regretted having left their cram- 
pons half-way from camp. The slope varied from 47° 
to 50°, as measured by their clinometer, and at 12.45 
they turned back when about 150 feet below the shoul- 
der, their aneroid indicating a height of 22,000 feet. 
(Calculations by the Abruzzi Expedition give an alti- 
tude for the shoulder of 21,588 feet, and about 21,400 
feet for the point reached by the climbers.) 

They decided to wait for the snow to solidify, and 
during this period Pfannl and Wesseley established 
Camp XII in the cirque between the north-east spur 
and Staircase Peak. They attempted to climb a gully 
on the western waU of this cirque, but were driven back 
by steep ice and falling stones. Wesseley made atrip to 
the col at the head of the Godwin- Austen Glacier, the 
limit of the Baltoro Basin, and Guillarmod named this 
point Windy Gap. Pfannl became ill and the expedi- 
tion was brought to a close. They had accomplished a 
fine piece of work in exploring the upper Godwin- 
Austen and fixing the continental divide at Windy 
Gap. Guillarmod still believed in the feasibility of 
climbing K2 by the north-east ridge. 

The second expedition to attempt the ascent of K2 
was led by H.R.H. Prince Luigi Amedeo of Savoy, 
Duke of the Abruzzi, who took with him Dr Filippo 
de Filippi, Lieutenant M. F. Negrotto, Vittorio Sella, 
and seven Italian guides and porters firom Courmayeur. 
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Two of these had been in the Karakoram before with 
Dr and Mrs Bullock-Workman, and two had been 
with Longstaff on expeditions to explore Nanda Devi 
and climb Trisul. The account of the expedition, writ- 
ten by Filippi, is a magnificent work, entitled Kara- 
koram and Western Himalaya, with a supplement 
containing an unexcelled series of photographic panor- 
amas by Sella and maps produced by photogram- 
metric survey carried out by Negrotto. 

The expedition left Srinagar on April 23, 1909, fol- 
lowing the same route travelled by Guillarmod and 
later by our own expedition, and established a camp at 
the base of K2 on May 26. After a rapid reconnaissance 
of the mountain, the Duke decided to attempt the 
south-east ridge, and left the base camp on 'May 30, 
with three guides, four porters, and coolies who carried 
their own tents and provision of chupattis. They climbed 
the ridge till they came to a rock buttress at the top of 
a scree slope. There, at 18,245 ^et, little levels were 
made for the two Whymper tents, the coolies camping 
close by. After a rest the guides and coolies started on. 
The latter soon turned back, but the guides continued 
to a narrow saddle less than 1,000 feet above the camp, 
where they left their loads and returned. 

Next day, with 25-pound loads, the coolies followed 
the guides up to the saddle and the latter continued, 
reaching a height of “certainly 20,000 feet.” The fol- 
lowing morning they sent six coolies back to the base 
camp for more provisions. Meanwhile those left on the 
ridge climbed again to the saddle and on up a couloir, 
with the help of rope fixed the day before. They found 
the rock broken and crumbling but continued slowly 
for three hours more towards a reddish rock, where the 
Duke had hoped to locate a camp. 

“The guides finally came to the reluctant conclu- 
sion that it was useless to proceed farther, not because 
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they had encountered insurmountable obstacles, but 
because it was hopeless to think of bringing so long and 
formidable an ascent to a successful issue, when from 
the very first steps they had met with such difficulties 
as made the climb barely possible to guides not ham- 
pered by loads, and put out of the question the con- 
veying of luggage necessary to keep one from perishing 
from cold and exhaustion. They came slowly back, 
gathering up the rope they had put along the way. The 
Duke heard their report, and wisely decided to relin- 
quish the attack in that direction.” 

June 2 found the expedition urdted at the base camp, 
and two days later they moved to the north-west, 
establishing a camp near the western spur of K2 at an 
elevation of 18,176 feet. On June 7 the Duke set out 
at 5.30 with three guides in an attempt to reach the 
col at the head of the glacier. After four hours they 
crossed the bergschrund at the foot of the steep slope 
and then spent seven and a half horns cutting steps 
up this ice wall, finally reaching the ridge at a point 
to the right and slighdy higher than the col at an 
altitude of 21,870 feet. 

“The watershed proved to have on its northern side 
a broad comice prolonged to the right in such a way as 
to cut off completely the view of the northern slope of 
K2. Below the col to the westward they could just make 
out the wall descending towards the north and disap- 
pearing vertically from view. And that was all. As a 
reward for his labours the Duke thus saw utterly an- 
nihilated the hopes with which he had begim the ascent.’ ’ 

After lingering fifteen minutes on the col, they des- 
cended and reached the camp at 9.30, having been met 
on the way by porters with hot diinks and Alpine lan- 
terns. They had performed a remarkable feat which 
had required sixteen hours of exertion. The Duke gave 
the name Savoia to the glacier and to the pass. 



30 FIVE MILES HIGH 

The whole party returned to the base camp and on 
June 12 commenced an exploration of the upper 
Godwin-Austen Glacier. A camp was placed just 
beyond a natural amphitheatre on the eastern side of 
the glacier north of Broad Peak. On the north-east 
side of this semi-circle of mountains is a depression 
which the Duke named Sella Pass, and to which he 
climbed with three guides on June 1 5. It was again 
visited seven days later by Sella for photographic 
purposes. 

On the way up from the base camp, the Duke dis- 
covered articles left by Guillarmod at their Camp X. 
In the seven years these had moved nearly a mile from 
the location shown by Guillarmod for Camp X, which 
would indicate an average daily movement of the 
glacier of a little less than two feet. 

A camp was next established near Windy Gap, from 
which the Duke attempted the ascent of Staircase Peak 
(Skyang Kangri), with two guides, reaching 21,650 
feet, on June 25, where they were stopped by a huge 
crevasse. The view of K2 from this point convinced 
the Duke of the hopelessness of making further efforts 
to climb it. 

Though his exploration of the mountain was finished 
he had no intention of ending his campaign but deter- 
mined to attempt Bride Peak, twenty miles to the south. 
On July 18, with three guides, he reached an altitude 
of 24,600 feet, where they became lost in mist and were 
therefore unable to reach the summit 510 feet above. 
They had exceeded by 700 feet the highest altitude 
previously attained by moimtaineers, and their record 
was not surpassed until the Everest expedition of 1922. 

The Duke started the return journey on July 20, 
crossing the Skoro La and the Deosai Plateau, the same 
route taken by Guillarmod and by our own expedition, 
and reached Srinagar on August 1 1. 
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Twenty years later another large and well-equipped 
Italian expedition went to the Karakoram under the 
leadership of Aimone di Savoia-Aosta, Duke of 
Spoleto. Professor Ardito Desio wrote the account of 
the expedition, entitled La Spedizione Geografica Italiana 
al Karakoram. Their base of operations was at Urdukas, 
from which parties went out to map and carry out 
geological and other scientific work. Of special in- 
terest to us was their map of Ka with its ridges, also 
a photograph of the north side of the mountain. 

The next strictly mountaineering expedition was 
that of Dr and Mme Dyhrenfurth, which took place 
in 1934 and is recounted in their book, Damon Hi- 
malaya. They succeeded in climbing the Golden 
Throne, 23,990 feet, and Queen Mary Peak, 24,350 
feet. (Their calculations, giving an altitude of over 
25,000 feet for this mountain, have not as yet been 
accepted.) They also attempted Gasherbrum I, or 
Hidden Peak. 

This mountain was again attacked by the French Ex- 
pedition to the Himalaya in 1936. On our way to India 
two years later we were cordially entertained in Paris 
by members of the French Alpine Club, among them 
Pierre Allain, a member of this expedition. 

In addition to the leader, Henry de Segogne, their 
large party was composed of nine French Alpinists, 
Captain N. R. Streatfeild as liaison and transport 
officer, 35 Sherpas, 2 shikaris, 2 cooks, a sweeper, and 
4 postal couriers. Food and equipment made 510 
loads. They left Srinagar on April 1 7 and reached their 
base camp on May 26. Six hundred and fifty porters 
had been required on leaving Askole. 

During the following weeks five camps were estab- 
lished on Hidden Peak, and on June 2 1 they carried 
equipment to a site selected for Camp VI at about 
22,960 feet. Then bad weather set in, the monsoon or 
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something very like it, and they were forced to aban- 
don the attempt. They had apparently conquered the 
most difl&cult part of the climb and another week or 
two of good weather might well have given them the 
summit. In descending from Camp II, two Sherpas, 
sliding on new snow, started an avalanche with which 
they fell over 2,000 feet. Miraculously no bones were 
broken but the two were terribly bruised, and had to 
be carried all the way back to Srinagar, the journey 
being made in eighteen days, from July 5 to 22. 

Such was the record of exploration and mountain- 
eering in the Baltoro Basin up to the spring of 1938. 
Only two attempts had been made to climb K2, and 
none for the last twenty-nine years. Clearly this second 
mountain of the world called for a fresh recoimaissance 
in the light of modern mountaineering methods and 
equipment. To accomplish this was the primary pur- 
pose of the first American Alpine Club Karakoram 
Expedition. 
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Chapter III 


Biscuits and Boots 


T i H E American Alpine Club, through its oflficers 
Joel Ellis Fisher and James Rogers, had tried for 
several years to obtain the consent of the Government 
of Kashmir to send an expedition to the Karakoram. 
Finally, due to the invaluable aid of Mr Edwzird 
Groth, American Consul in Calcutta, permission was 
received in the fall of 1937 for a small party accom- 
panied by a British liaison officer to enter the province 
of Baltistan and attempt the ascent of K2. Fritz 

35 



FIVE MILES HIGH 


36 

Wiessner, a well-known climber of the club, was first 
selected to lead the group, but when he found him- 
self unable to leave New York the permit was handed 
over to me, and I was given a free hand in organizing 
a compact expedition. 

Then began months of detailed work. The dean of 
the medical school where I was completing my third 
year proved most lenient and granted me six weeks of 
additional vacation to participate in this first American 
expedition. Bob Bates of Philadelphia was enlisted im- 
mediately, and his protests that he must complete his 
work for his Ph.D. in English were weak and quickly 
overcome as soon as he was granted leave of absence 
from his teaching at the University of Pennsylvania. 
Bates and I were both members in 1933 of a party at- 
tempting the ascent of Mount Crillon in Alaska under 
the leadership of Bradford Washburn, well-known 
American mountaineer, whose numerous Alaskan 
ascents are models of small mobile expeditions. Bates 
had gone again with him to the Yukon for three 
months in 1935 to engage in survey work and explora- 
tion. And in 1936 the two alone had climbed 17,150- 
foot Mount Lucania and crossed a hundred miles of 
little-known country on their return, one of the great 
climbing feats in the history of Alaskan mountain- 
eering. 

A firm believer in small expeditions, I led the 1934 
party which climbed 1 7,300-foot Mount Foraker in the 
McKinley Range of Alaska. In 1936, with Loomis, 
Emmons and Carter of Boston, I went to Nanda Devi 
in India with the British climbers, Tilman, Odell, 
Graham Brown, and Lloyd. This British-American 
expedition penetrated the strong defences of the moun- 
tain and after several weeks of work reached its 25,600- 
foot summit, the highest yet climbed. Bates, twenty- 
seven years old, and I, twenty-five, were both 
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accustomed to the sub-zero temperatures and high 
winds of Alaska and I in addition had had some 
Himalayan experience. 

Dick Burdsall, forty-two-year-old engineer of Port 
Chester, New York, was the next to join our group. He 
had been a member of the small party that in 1932 
reached the top of Minya Konka — a 24, 900-foot peak 
in western China. Months had been spent in the long 
and tedious approach to this unmapped mountain, 
with many additional weeks of surveying and climbing 
its steep ridges. Since that time Burdsall had been a 
perennial agitator for a Himalayan expedition, and 
each fall, as regularly as Hallow-e’en, he approached us 
to try to plan some trip for the following summer. At 
last Ms chance had arrived, but it was only with diffi- 
culty that he was able to leave his responsible position 
and join us. In view of his business experience, his 
stability, and his patience, he was immeffiately made 
expedition treasurer, an involved and unpleasant posi- 
tion he was to fill in long-suffering silence. 

Negotiations with the British Foreign Office were 
opened at once for obtaining a liaison officer. Weeks 
later we were informed that Captain Norman R. 
Streatfeild, m.c., r.a., of the Bengal Mountain Artil- 
lery, had been granted leave of absence to join us. 
Though we had never met him, many mutual friends 
had praised him to us and we were indeed grateful to 
the Government of India for furnishing us so able and 
willing an officer and so agreeable a companion. 
During his thirteen years in India he had been numerous 
times to the Karakoram on shooting and mapping 
trips, had climbed many peaks over 20,000 feet, and 
was well versed in dealing with the natives of Baltistan. 
In 1936 he had served as liaison officer to the huge 
French Expedition to Hidden Peak, not ten miles from 
K2. We were to find his ingenuity, his ready wit and his 
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enthusiasm invaluable, and without him our party 
might never have reached Base Camp. 

Letters were written and advice sought in all quar- 
ters to fill the two remaining vacancies, for we had 
decided on six men as the optimum number for the 
undertaking. Late in February, Bill House, twenty- 
five-year-old forester from Concord, N.H., was pre- 
vailed on to give up his job and join us. He had been 
climbing for a number of years and had made fine 
ascents in the Alps and the Rockies. In 1936, with 
Wiessner, Woolsey, and Wilcox, he had made a bril- 
liant ascent of Mount Waddington, the formidable 
rock peak in British Columbia which had resisted six- 
teen previous assaults. Though he had had compara- 
tively limited expedition training, his climbing ability 
was exceptional. 

At about the same time Paul Petzoldt of Jackson 
Hole, Wyoming, joined our ranks. He had spent many 
summer seasons exploring in the Rockies and had also 
done considerable climbing during the winter in sub- 
zero weather. He had made numerous first ascents in 
the Wyoming Rockies, and in the Alps had one day 
led the double traverse of the Swiss Matterhorn, a feat 
of unusual endurance. His great experience with 
mountain camping, winter weather and climbing of 
exceptional technical difficulty made him a splendid 
addition to our group. 

To complete our personnel we planned to engage 
six mountain porters from Darjeeling. These Sherpas 
are veterans of most of the climbs made in India and 
Tibet and are almost a sine qua non to a party plan- 
ning an attack on any major peak. They are a mixture 
of Tibetan, Nepalese, Mongolian and Indian blood, 
accustomed to rigorous living and hard work. Familiar 
as they are with expedition technique, they are as in- 
dispensable to the Himalayan climber as his ice axe or 
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his boots. Though slight of build, they are strong, will- 
ing, and above all filled with enthusiasm for moun- 
taineering. To them an attempt on a high mountain 
is a pilgrimage and the white climber almost a holy 
man. No previous expedition has failed to praise them 
both as climbers and companions. With the kind help 
of Mrs Townend, and Mr Wale of the Himalayan 
Club, Tilman, leader of the Mount Everest Expedition, 
selected six veterans for us. 

One of our first considerations had been to secure 
necessary funds for the expedition. The total cost was 
estimated at about $9,000 from New York to New York 
(which proved substantially correct). Some of us were 
able to raise our shares of this sum through the gener- 
osity of our families, while Loomis in Boston and 
Fisher in New York made very generous contributions 
to our treasury. The balance we borrowed on the 
strength of expected returns from lectures and articles 
in the coming fall. 

The difficult problem of finance settled, we turned 
our attention to more tangible details. Art Emmons 
came down from Boston and Bob Bates from Phila- 
delphia and we spent several exhausting days drawing 
up detailed food and equipment lists. These were based 
on similar lists of many previous expeditions and were 
optimistically designed to satisfy all palates. Bates, who 
was to assume the responsibifity for the commissary 
during the trip, later realized that pleasing everyone 
was an impossibihty. 

As soon as the lists were drawn up, dozens of samples 
of various foods were tested, and here our trusting 
families served as willing subjects. Many different kinds 
of meat, chocolate and dried fruits were cooked and 
served in blindfold tests, until, after many trials and 
errors, the most satisfactory became the basis of our 
food supply. One of the big problems was to supply 
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bulk ; for, in order to conserve weight and at the same 
time provide foods with high energy content, it was 
necessary to take the most concentrated substances. 
After testing dozens of types of biscuits and hard bread 
— by dropping them from the second-story window and 
leaving them out in the rain overnight — ^we finally 
selected one brand. This biscuit tasted good and 
resisted moisture, yet needed no sledge hammer to 
break it. We took almost lOO pounds and found that 
even this was an inadequate supply. 

From Massachusetts we bought a large amount of 
the famous dried vegetables which had proved so satis- 
factory on other trips. These are manufactured by a 
small company through a secret process and are 
eminently suited to meet the needs of light weight and 
easy cooking. When properly prepared, they taste 
almost like fresh vegetables and some can be cooked as 
high as 25,000 feet, where one can put one’s hand into 
boiling water without hurt. 

Chocolate was a difficult problem. Some of the party 
insisted that a sweet chocolate was best. Others de- 
manded unsweetened, bitter chocolate. Still others felt 
that nuts and honey should be added. Eventually, we 
compromised and took some of each, but the problem 
of getting a supply of chocolate through the tropical 
India heat to Base Camp — ^without deterioration — ^had 
also to be considered. 

Dried fruits, likewise prepared by a small company 
through a secret process, were bought in California. 
Some very fine Cheddar cheeses, tested on former trips, 
were ordered from Liverpool. A vast supply of malted 
milk tablets came from Wisconsin, and from Denmark 
we ordered 50 pounds of pemmican. This is a highly 
concentrated extract of meat, including rice, sugar, 
and raisins, which forms the basis of menus used in the 
Arctic and Antarctic. One pound of this concentrated 



BISCUITS AND BOOTS 41 

substance dissolved in several points of boiling water 
makes a thick soup, which Bates and I considered more 
than enough to the stomachs of six hungry men. 
Several hundred rolls of hard candy in the form of fmit 
drops were ordered. These would be useful for lunches 
on the mountain to allay high-altitude thirst, and 
would also delight the natives. Much dried milk was 
necessary, as this forms a base for many foods used on 
the mountain. Inevitably, we took 1 5 pounds of tea. 
Coffee was omitted because of greater difficulty in 
preparation. And finally there were numerous little 
delicacies, such as kippered herring, two tins of caviare 
and four plum puddings for moments of celebration. 

All during the winter months we struggled with the 
menu — sampling, testing, and reorganizing. Before 
shipment, all the cereals, the rice, and the macaroni 
were weighed out in small paraffin bags for safety and 
convenience in carrying. The dried firuits, the choco- 
late and the fruit drops also were repacked in water- 
tight bags. Finally the whole food supply was carefully 
listed, sealed in larger canvas sacks and packed in tea 
chests for shipment. We took all of our food from this 
country or from England, so as to become acquainted 
in advance with the brands we would be using. 

The problem of equipment was even more compli- 
cated. Our woollen underwear and woollen sweaters 
occupied the attention of an entire village in the Shet- 
land Isles. Socks and gloves and woollen helmets were 
ordered in London, sifter considerable research by 
David Robertson, an American friend of ours at Cam- 
bridge; and special windproof suits of Grenfell cloth 
were made by another London firm. These suits were 
to prove particularly satisfactory. Light-weight sleep- 
ing bags of eiderdown were made to order in England. 
They were composed of two sacks, one inside the other, 
the inner one lined with flaimel blanket, the outer 
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covered with a thin, light, water-repelling material. 
The two together weighed but 7 pounds and were 
guaranteed for temperatures of 30° below zero. 

Tiny tents modelled after the high-altitude ones used 
on Everest were also made in England. These measured 
7 by 4 feet and weighed 12 pounds complete with col- 
lapsible bamboo tent poles and light-weight metal pegs. 
We felt sure they would be easy to pitch. Each tent 
could sleep two men, and we were confident that their 
tough material and great flexibility would resist the 
highest winds. In addition, several larger tents and 
heavier sleeping bags were purchased in New York for 
use at Base Camp. 

The problem of boots was most exasperating. Every 
climber is firmly convinced that his model boot and his 
design for the hobnails in the sole are by all odds the 
best. After long investigation and many hours of futile 
argument, we decided on an English model of non- 
freeziag leather which seemed better suited to Hima- 
layan climbing than any American boot. Each man 
designed the scheme of nailing which he thought best. 
Fitting the boots was a problem, and finally we were 
forced to send careful measurements to London in the 
hopes that skilled shoemakers could make a satis- 
factory boot. In order to climb more safely on steep 
ice or hard snow, it is necessary to have crampons 
(climbing irons). These metal spikes strap to the soles 
of the boots and give the climber a much better foot- 
hold on shppery surfaces. These too were bought in 
England. 

Gasoline stoves had to be especially tested for us in 
decompression chambers to insure satisfactory per- 
formance in the rarefied air of our mountain camps. 
Thirty light-weight plywood boxes were cut in New 
York to be shipped out piecemeal, and to be assembled 
in Kashmir. Light-weight cookpots, called dekshis, were 
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to be bought in India. Finally came multitudes of small 
details — ^matches packed in small waterproof tins, 
flash-light batteries, scales, pliers, mattress repair kits, 
sewing kits, notebooks and pencils, shovels and whisk- 
brooms — all had to be thought of and selected. I col- 
lected a complete medical chest, realizing that I should 
be expected to treat the entire population of each vil- 
lage through which the expedition passed. Dr Thoring- 
ton in Philadelphia donated a miniature kit of eye 
medication. My father presented us with a bottle of 
potent Demerara rum, brought all the way from 
Alaska, while other friends added many small details 
for our comfort. At last the entire mass of material was 
assembled, carefully listed, and packed. On the first of 
April, after a strenuous last five days, the shipment was 
solemnly consigned to a freighter for England, where 
it would be shipped to the steamer on which the 
expedition would sail for India. 

These irmumerable items consumed our entire at- 
tention during the winter. Without the help of our 
many friends and our long-suffering families, it would 
have been impossible to complete the task of providing 
for the physical and mental needs of six men for four 
months away from civilization. At last the final pre- 
parations were finished. Passports and tickets were 
bought. The expedition was ready to sail. 

On April 14 a hilarious group of friends and relatives 
dined together in New York, and at midnight four men 
embarked on the great adventure. I wa? forced to wait 
over two weeks to complete my medical course; I 
would then sail for England and fly directly to India, 
arriving in Kashmir on the same day as the rest of the 
party. In the last hours before departure the team more 
fully realized for the first time the magnitude of the task 
before them. They were preparing to go half-way 
around the world and spend fivf months exploring and 



FIVE MILES HIGH 


44 

perhaps attempting the ascent of the second highest 
summit in the world. To be sure, the party set out 
primarily to find the best way for the attack, hoping 
that, if the route could be prepared and its difficulties 
evaluated, in another year another party could make 
the final climb. Secretly, however, each one of us hoped 
that ours would be the group to reach the summit. 
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Chapter IV Into Kashmir 

W HEN the dusty Frontier Mail from Bombay slid 
into Rawalpin^ station on May 8, four travel- 
stained Americans might have been seen peering from 
a second-class carriage window in search of Captain 
Norman R. Streatfeild of the Bengal Mountain Ar- 
tillery. This blue-eyed, black-haired, vivacious Scot, 
whom we had never seen before, was already await- 
ing us, and soon we were chatting like old friends. He 
had brought with him the six Sherpas selected for us 
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in Darjeeling by William Tilman, leader of the 1938 
attack on Everest, so with the exception of Charles 
Houston our entire party was for the first time united. 

Houston had been forced to leave America two 
weeks after the rest of us, had taken the Q^een Mary to 
England, flown from London to Karachi , and was now 
crossing the famous Sind Desert by rail — the tempera- 
ture at 121° — ^in order to join us early on May 9 in 
Rawalpindi. Twelve hours later, when the Lahore 
train arrived, the expedition was complete. At the hotel 
Houston spent much time scraping off layers of dust 
acquired in his torrid journey, then joined us at the 
breakfast table, where we let loose a flood of questions 
about details cables had not settled and made heavy 
inroads on an Indian breakfast. 

All were eager to get on to Srinagar, where there 
was much to do, so we stowed the Sherpas in two lor- 
ries crammed with crates and bundles, arranged our- 
selves more expansively in two cars, and began the 180- 
mile drive to the Vale of Kashmir. 

For an hour the road crossed dry, sun-baked plains 
north of Rawalpindi. Then we began to climb towards 
the evergreen-covered hills around Murree, where the 
air became cooler. As switchback after switchback car- 
ried us up into soothing forests of blue and Himalayan 
pine, our excitement mounted rapidly. Soon we had 
crossed the pass at Murree and were dropping down 
through terraced fields, green with young rice shoots, 
to the narrow canyon of the Jhelum River. Here the 
road skirts a mighty gorge where precipitous walls rise 
high above the trail and drop sharply away to the roar- 
ing river below. Rock and mud slides frequently close 
the road and maintenance work is practically con- 
tinuous. 

At Kohala we were speedily passed by customs offi- 
cials and at last found ourselves in Kashmir. For hours 
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we drove along great cliffs that seemed nearly vertical, 
with only a low rock wall on the outside. Occasionally, 
where the terrain was milder, we passed groups of 
bullock carts. Until a few years ago they carried most 
of the freight between Kashmir and Rawalpindi, but 
now the irrepressible motor car is rapidly replacing 
them. The slow-moving, ponderous wains, piled high 
with produce, are not allowed to use the road during 
the daytime because it is so narrow. They rest in the 
shade while there is daylight and when night falls creep 
along until dawn forces them to the roadside. 

Such carts are one of the last reminders of days when 
jewelled buUock and elephant trains transported the 
courts of the Mogul Emperors from Delhi and Agra to 
the summer place at Srinagar. What had taken them 
six weeks of tiresome travel, we were doing luxuriously 
in two days. 

Gradually the gorge opened out, the sheer rock walls 
became easy slopes, and we suddenly entered the 
peaceful, steamy beauty of the Vale of Kashmir. On 
every side stretched so many carefully irrigated fields of 
deep green that from the stratosphere the Vale must 
have resembled a giant emerald — 90 nules long and 25 
wide — ^in a setting of brown rock. As we sped along the 
firm poplar-lined highway that runs straight to Srina- 
gar, we could see the rampart of the Pir Panjal range 
completely circling this verdant, misty valley; and 
once we had a fleeting view of the white summit of 
Nanga Parbat, monarch of the north-western Hima- 
laya. 

At Srinagar we found great confusion as our honking 
cars wound through streets seething with people. Most 
of the traffic is on foot, although the cheery bell of the 
tonga, a two-wheeled cart drawn by a single horse, is 
continually heard. The main thoroughfare, however, 
is not on land but on water. As we crossed the murky 
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Jhelum River we could see banks lined with moored 
boats which had been poled into the city. Some of 
these, we learned later, were luxurious affiiirs where 
Europeans live all the year round, for no European 
may own land in Kashmir. Other boats also were 
numerous, especially the lithe, graceful shikaras which 
glided swiftly by, propelled by men with heart-shaped 
paddles. In a few more minutes we had left the Jhelum, 
driven past the Maharajah’s splendid polo grounds, 
and turned in at Nedou’s Hotel, where days of con- 
centrated work awaited us. 

Streatfeild had made careful arrangements for 
storing the tea chests shipped from New York, so next 
morning we could at once start making up coolie 
loads for the long trip to the mountain. But first there 
was unpacking to do. We went to work en masses rip- 
ping off the lids we had so painstakingly sealed six 
weeks before, and checking to see how each item had 
come through the rough journey. Nearly everything 
had survived, though a tin of red pepper had become 
blended with some cocoa, a 5-potmd can of jam had 
been pierced with a nail, so that its contents decorated 
every single object in a 120-pound case, and a large 
tin of honey had soaked its contents into Houston’s fur- 
trimmed, wind-proof suit. Otherwise aU was well. 

The next problem was to weigh out loads of 55 
pounds each and pack them in boxes that could be car- 
ried by either ponies or coolies. For this purpose we 
had brought from America knocked-down plywood 
boxes which would be far lighter and less expensive 
than the local ItaXhex yakdans. The plywood needed to 
be assembled, so while some of us were sorting equip- 
ment and food, building a weighing platform and 
making up loads, Petzoldt became foreman of a box 
factory operated by the Sherpas. They enjoyed the 
work immensely, and the hotel rang with the sound of 
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their saws and hammers as they followed American 
methods of mass production. When they discovered a 
neat little screwdriver which operated by pressing 
down the handle, they were so delighted that we had 
to restrain them from screwing on the lids before the 
boxes were packed. 

As soon as we started filhng the containers, it un- 
fortunately became obvious that they would hold far 
more than 50 pounds, and as their contents had to fit 
snugly to survive the rough handling that was coming, 
we were at a loss what to do. The box factory re- 
sponded nobly, however, and sawed in half most of the 
boxes they had so painstakingly assembled. Each case 
was numbered and its contents listed both on it and on 
a separate tally. We tried to scatter essential food and 
equipment throughout the loads, so that the loss of one 
or more would not cripple the expedition, but in the 
rush we did keep all seven of our primus stoves in their 
original box. This fact we bitterly regretted later when 
we saw the dangerous trails over which our loads must 
be carried. 

The greatest event of preparation as far as the Sher- 
pas were concerned was the distribution of equipment. 
They were particularly proud of their boots and spent 
the evening stamping around among the barefoot 
Kashmiri with conscious dignity and pride. We were 
careful, however, not to give them all their equipment 
for the wiles of the crafty Kashmiri would probably 
have prevented some of their kit firom seeing the 
mountain. 

A pleasant interlude in this furious activity was an 
invitation from the British Resident and his wife, who 
entertained us beneath the huge chenar (plane) trees 
on their lawn, with true British hospitality. 

On the last morning the work of packing proceeded 
even more rapidly. The box factory turned out better 
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boxes, while the packers weighed out loads, packed 
them tightly, and delivered them to the factory for 
closing. 

The Captain and Burdsall spent most of the morn- 
ing in the bank trying to arrange for the transfer of 
some of our funds to the Government Treasury at 
Skardu so we could avoid carrying many pounds of 
rupees, an Indian coin the size of a half-dollar and 
worth about forty cents. This was only one of the 
thousand and one instances where Streatfeild saved us 
trouble and facilitated our departure from Srinagar. 

On the evening of May 1 2 we were at last ready. 
Then for the first time we had leisure to see the city, 
so we engaged a shikara and were paddled through the 
beautiful canals. In these sheltered waterways swarm 
hundreds of boats, while others are anchored along the 
bank. Thousands of Kashmiri live and die on the 
water, but they are usually married on shore. We saw 
the preliminaries of a wedding. Alongside us were 
mosques, Hindu temples, and the palace of the Maha- 
rajah. We floated down the Jhelum in the moonlight 
past the doorsteps of Srinagar, while hundreds of 
natives swam and splashed in the water beside us. An 
hour before, the sunset had been glorious as it gleamed 
from shining temple roofs and tinted the water ; now 
everything was silver. We regretted every swish of the 
five paddles that brought us nearer to the hotel. In 
the distance we could hear shoutings and wildly throb- 
bing drums of a native wedding procession. The 
romance of the East seemed epitomized by that sound. 
Only with difficulty did we restrain ourselves from 
running off in the moonlight to follow the torches, but 
there were lists to check and last-minute letters to send. 
We turned regretfully back to the hotel. When we 
crawled into bed at 1.30, the furious booming of the 
wedding drums still sounded in the distance. 
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Chapter V Over the Zoji La 

*' O O D morning, sahib, chotah hasri” The words 
Vjrbroke strangely into my dreams of a sunny Al- 
pine pasture and I sat up qiuckly in bed. For a moment 
nothing looked real ; then I remembered. This was the 
morning we had been looking forward to for sis 
months. To-day the American Karakoram Expedition 
was starting on its 330-mile march from Srinagar, 
Kashmir, to the base of Ka, and, impossible as it 
seemed, I was a member. 
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For another moment I stared vaguely out through 
the bamboo window shade to where a faint pink light 
was showing behind the hills on the other side of the 
Vale of Kashmir. Five o’clock. It was indeed time to be 
getting dressed. The aristocratic-looking Moham- 
medan servant bowed and went silently out, leaving 
only the tray, with its apple, cup, and steaming tea- 
pot, and the curtain, with its gently swaying strings of 
beads, to show that anyone had been within the room. 

Five minutes later I had drunk my tea, and, dressed 
in shorts and marching shoes, was standing on the 
porch of Nedou’s Hotel sniffing the early morning air. 
Dew sparkled on the beds of scarlet geraniums and the 
air was heavy with the smell of moist earth. In a great 
plane-tree across the garden some unseen bird was trill- 
ing, while almost at my doorway an ungainly myna 
fledgling, hopping awkwardly along and croaking 
hoarsely, was discussing with himself the long pile of 
duffel bags, food boxes and oddities of expedition 
equipment. He seemed especially impressed by the 
Captain’s collapsible rubber bathtub, but I left him to 
admire it alone and headed towards the dining-room. 

Breakfast was unusually quiet. However, Streatfeild, 
his normal chipper self, glibly remarked that we were 
casting off, for at least 100 days, both our razors and 
the yoke of fashion. Naturally, expressions brightened 
at this comfortable idea, but slowly the talk lagged 
again as we thought of our near departure and the im- 
mensity of the job ahead. Many days would pass before 
we should see Srinagar again, and each of us was 
probably secretly thinking the same thing ! “There are 
only six of us. I hope I won’t let the others down.” 

None of us was especially hungry (and Petzoldt had 
only two helpings of scrambled eggs), so before we knew 
it we had finished eating and were starting to load the 
two lorries that were to drive us to Woyil Bridge, 
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eighteen miles from town. Houston and I began to 
check the numbered boxes while grinning Sherpas 
hoisted them carefully aboard. Each of these six boys, 
perspiring cheerfully, was dressed in his very finest to 
impress the Kashmiri. High-altitude windproof jackets, 
which next made their appearance six weeks later at 
Camp II, were surmounted by a bizarre variety of 
pearl grey or black felt fedoras, worn derby style 
(without a crease) ; and treasured ice axes — the badge 
of office — ^were carried continuously unless both hands 
were absolutely required for carrying purposes. 

Major Hadow, the charming British officer who had 
done much for the expedition before Captain Streat- 
feild was appointed to it, had risen early to see oflF his 
close friend the Captain and “ the rough-looking 
crowd” he was transporting. The Major in a couple of 
weeks would also be pulling on his climbing boots, as 
he was to be transport officer for the 1938 German Ex- 
pedition to Nanga Parbat. The two men, strikingly 
different in appearance, each in his way presented as 
fine a liaison officer and companion as any expedition 
could desire. Last handshakes were given; the Sherpas 
climbed into one lorry, where they entirely disap- 
peared save for the new hats and the grins; we 
boarded the second truck, and the expedition with its 
food and equipment for 100 days rolled joyfully out 
past the splendid chenar-trees of the hotel compound. 

It was still early morning. The mist was curling lazily 
above the calm surface of Dal Lake as the Great Shah 
Hammadan mosque slipped behind us. Already at 
seven o’clock the light was bright. Soon it would be 
blinding, for the sky was dry and bare of clouds. As the 
sun rose, fruit and vegetable sellers became more 
numerous and jostled along the road to the city in their 
squeaky bullock carts with ungreased wheels. These 
were crude affairs drawn by great, mud-caked, sleepy- 
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looking brutes who took no more notice of the dust, the 
flies, the insistent blowings of the lorries’ horns than 
they did of the thumps and curses of their masters. 
Horses and asses with top-heavy loads helped swell the 
traffic, and poorer Kashmiri vendors, carrying wide 
wicker trays of potatoes, docks or strawberries, swung 
from their shoulders or balanced deftly on their heads, 
perspired past on their way to the great bazaar. Those 
with heavy loads progressed at the inevitable coolie 
trot, resting frequently, and shouting unintelligible 
words at us in the second or two before the lorry over- 
took them and the opaque wake of dust following the 
truck swallowed them from view. 

The road was rough. As we jolted and bumped 
along, the driver swerving round corners an inch from 
the ditch, grazing cows and bullocks with placid equa- 
nimity, and continuously blowing his raucous horn 
(which sounded like the grunt of a catfish magnified 
one hundred times), we were cheered only by the 
knowledge that if we survived for another hour we 
should be there. Meanwhile, below us, feathery green 
spikes of young rice plants coloured the landscape, as 
field upon field of flooded paddies, staggered in artistic 
irregularity, dropped away to the lake. Sometimes the 
road bent down towards the water. There along the 
shore bobbed flocks of tame ducks, yellow bills flashing 
and pink feet kicking in the sunlight as they up-ended 
greedily to puU at the water-lily and lotus roots below 
the surface. And always in the background, beyond 
the ancient lake bed famed through history as the Vale 
of Kashmir, we could see rising above the hills ringing 
the vziUey the snow summits of the Himalaya. 

Soon the lorries turned away from the lake and we 
began passing through small villages where occasional 
fields of gorgeous scarlet opium poppies bordered the 
road ; it was hard to imagine that such fragile flowers 
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could cause greater suffering than all the flies and the 
smells in the narrow little bazaars we were going 
through. Far less beautiful but more amusing were the 
naked little brats who screamed Baksheesh! (money) 
at us as we slowed down for obstructions in the road. 
Wherever there are tourists in the East, children learn 
this word first. 

Soon the lorries jerked to a final stop in a cloud of 
dust, and our uneven ride was over. Before us, Woyil 
Bridge, a steel link suspension structure too frail to 
support lorries, spanned the rushing Sind River. Here 
our first pony transport awaited with far more ponies 
than we could use. The baggage was at once unloaded 
by the roadside, the lorry drivers were paid, and amidst 
tremendous confusion the Captain began hiring men 
for the five-day journey to Dras. 

As we piled our kit into loads of some 150 pounds 
each, eager pony men dragged their horses right into 
the baggage to show us the animals’ virtues, while 
others waved their arms and swore we were making 
the loads too heavy. Salesmen, beggars and wretched 
hangers-on added to the turmoil as they stood fawn- 
ing in the middle of the duffel bags, displaying their 
cheap trinkets, or sneaked cautiously about looking for 
unconsidered trifles. Soon, however, the Captain’s cries 
of “ Chase that man, Ghaffar Sheikh. Nikel jao! Go 
away, you siUy old man!” took effect. The vultures 
were chased to a safe distance, from which they 
watched as a numbered metal disc, to be exchanged 
for money when the expedition reached Dras, was 
handed to the owner of each load. 

Within two hours the Captain and GhaflTar Sheikh, 
the major-domo (shikari), had adroitly brought order 
from confusion, and our awkward caravan was ready 
for the trail. Two of the more restless members of the 
paity had even spent the last fifteen minutes en- 
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deavouring to find a “route” to the top of the nearest 
bridge pylon, so it was clearly time to be moving. As we 
swung out across the creaky bridge, Petzoldt and the 
Captain filmed our jaunty gait. Everyone was bubbling 
over with enthusiasm, for at last the months of prepara- 
tion lay behind us. Even Srinagar was behind us. 
Ahead lay the joys of the open road. 

The immediate march was a long one for the first 
day. Dust from the caravan of twenty-five ponies rose 
about our heads as the six Sherpas, the shikari, the 
cook, and the cook’s cook escorted us along the dry 
path skirting the west bank of the Sind. (In India every 
servant has his own servant.) The dust from the horses 
was choking, so despite the sun’s force we stepped out 
sturdily and were soon a considerable way ahead. 

The trail fringed the tumbling stream descending 
the Sind Valley, and from this path we could fre- 
quently glimpse ahead snowy peaks rising from green 
forests of deodars or silver firs. Everything looked cool, 
but the heat dampened our spirits as well as our shirts 
and made us linger under trees that occasionally bor- 
dered the path. Frequent pauses to bathe hands and 
feet in the river encouraged us, and lunch time found 
us on a green bank of turf bordering the Sind some ten 
miles above the bridge. Here our convoy passed us as 
we ate dry sandwiches, dunked ourselves briefly in the 
frigid water, and speculated whether our shoes and 
feet would last for the three hundred miles still ahead. 

When we started on again, the sun bored into us 
imtil we were “spitting cotton.” Finally most of us 
gave in, as the Captain did, and drank from the roar- 
ing torrent. Paul was especially thirsty; the more he 
drank the more he perspired, till water streamed from his 
glowing face. Still, his sense of humour remained with 
him, even when he remarked that the sweat dripping 
from his nose was averaging three drops to the step. 
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All afternoon we put one foot in front of the other 
tenderly, as if walking on thin ice, but visions of tea 
drew us on, and finally at five o’clock the party 
rounded a curve at cautious speed and sighed grate- 
fully to see tents being pitched in a grassy field along 
the river. Houston, as befitted the head of the expedi- 
tion, came first ; he was plastered with sweat and dust, 
but had drunk no doubtful water and had reached 
camp at the front of the column. At the clearing he 
found the Sherpas still grinning happily, looking as 
fresh as if they had covered the seventeen miles in a 
special train, while Ahdoo, the cook, crouched over a 
snapping fire of knobby juniper and promised Kash- 
mir curry for supper. 

As we sat in stockinged feet, Ahdoo and his helper 
brought steaming pint mugs of tea, which we drank 
while I was ransacking pony loads for the sugar. Two 
pints apiece of tea made such a fine appetizer that 
when the hot curry appeared we swallowed it raven- 
ously. So vicious was our attack that fifteen minutes 
later Ahdoo nearly scraped a hole in a new cookpot in 
showing Paul that unfortunately the curry was bus 
(finished) . {Bus is a whole vocabulary in itself. It is the 
word one uses when there is no more butter, the camel 
is ill, a wheel comes off the car, a coolie has a sore toe, 
or one is leaving the country.) 

One thing more remained to be done that night — a 
division of Sherpas so that each of us would have an 
orderly. Every climber wrote down his first and second 
preference, the names were examined, and to our sur- 
prise and joy there were practically no conflicting 
choices, so uniformly good were the six men Tilman 
had sent us. The sirdar (head man), Pasang Kikuli, 
went to Houston, whose orderly he had been on Nanda 
Devi. Tse Tendrup had been with the Captain on the 
French Expedition to Hidden Peak, so he was quickly 
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accounted for. Kitar, the smallest of the wee laddies, 
went to Petzoldt, whom he had faithfully followed 
everywhere since the day that he had shown him how 
to drive nails and make boxes. Pempa, the handsomest 
Sherpa, went to House. Phinsoo, a Nepalese who 
turned out to be the humorist of the crowd, came to 
me ; and hard-working Sonam fell to Burdsall, whom 
he served with the greatest zeal. 

Each of us got into his Meade tent and sleeping bag 
that night almost too sleepy to undress. My next 
memory is of a torrential downpour, of reaching out to 
tie the tent door and falling asleep again before I could 
get my arm back in the sleeping bag. The eiderdown 
felt unusually cosy next morning when we awoke at 
five to hear the rain hammering on the tent. The storm, 
the first we had experienced since leaving New York, 
was so violent that we stayed abed till seven, when we 
rose and ate a soggy breakfast. Unfortunately we could 
not then appreciate the humour of our appearance. 
Dressed in long green raincapes, and porous helmets 
or droopy felt hats, we stood solemnly in a circle on the 
unsheltered river bank and consumed our oatmeal, 
while the water streamed off our noses into uplifted 
spoons and gradually made the milk on the cereal 
become almost transparent. 

Away at last, we were glad to warm ourselves by 
walking. The dust of yesterday had become mud, but 
the air was clearer and eventually it stopped raining. 
About lunch time we halted by a little stream, boiled 
some drinking water in a film tin, and dozed briefly. 
The canyon walls closed in as we started on again, 
trudging over old avalanche remains in a gorge where 
the roar of the river grew harsher. On both banks lay 
melting piles of packed snow, littered with fine spruce 
branches, traces of winter snowslides of unusual 
severity. It was here, the Captain told us, that in late 
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April 1936, one of the Sherpas of the French Expedi- 
tion had been carried down fifty feet in a small ava- 
lanche. The ponies managed to cross these slopes ex- 
tremely well, though we shuddered as some of our 
more precious belongings wavered on the narrow path. 
Still the valley steepened and the cliffs above our heads 
grew more abrupt, while the trail wound unevenly 
through a maze of boulders. 

Camp that night was very jolly, though a cool wind 
speeded our open air supper and we had far too little 
time to examine several magnificent 1 7,000-foot peaks 
that lay across from us. Eventually we were forced to 
agree that the only routes to their summits must lie 
“up the other side,” but we were so intrigued by these 
splendid bastions that had we not known of K2 we 
should have travelled no farther, being content to 
remain near Sonamarg, only thirty-one miles beyond 
Woyil Bridge! 

The third day was the sweetest one so far. After 
climbing a few hundred feet above camp, we found 
omselves in what might well have been an entirely 
different valley. As we marched along pastures high 
above the river, cuckoos called from the Himalayan 
pines above and the whole valley was full of life and 
cheer and sunshine. Everything was bright and gay. 
Here the sparkling water, the dew on the snowdrops 
and anemones, the birds’ cheerful tunes as they bobbed 
across our path, and above all the jagged summits 
etched against a clear mountain sky made a scene we 
can never forget. 

A black Himalayan thrush was singing in the woods 
above Sonamarg as we passed through the little village 
and continued on toward Baltal at the foot of the Zoji 
La. Yellow crocuses were everywhere, and even edel- 
weiss appeared on exposed slopes. Meanwhile, Burd- 
sall, the ornithologist of the party, was eagerly swinging 
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his glass on eagles, kites, redstarts, wagtails, skylarks 
and other birds, most of which we could not recognize. 
Crows and choughs were most numerous, and I once 
saw a large flock of red and yellow billed raiders 
swoop down on a rookery of doves in some shale 
cliffs. 

Between Sonamarg and Baltal avalanche tracks 
became more frequent along the valley, showing that 
the route must be distinctly dangerous in late winter 
or early spring ; and at Baltal we even found that part 
of the dak bungalow in which we expected to pass the 
night had been crushed by a winter snowslide. Here 
the chill of melting snow was in the air and all was 
desolate. Across from us rose an avalanche-tom slope 
where rotting tree trunks were strewn like a box of 
spilled matches. 

After making camp on a flat terrace in a field of 
crocuses, we bathed in the Sind, and then worked over 
food lists till supper time. An air of anticipation had 
settled over the whole convoy. To-night we were to go 
over the Zoji La, the 11,230-foot pass that crosses the 
great Himalayan chain. For ages, through this break in 
the range, the wealth of the East has come over the 
Baltistan watershed to Kashmir, brought by countless 
caravans from Turkistan, Western Tibet and Ladakh. 

In the afternoon we gazed with awe as exhausted 
troops of heavily laden ponies passed our camp. Their 
drivers were wild-looking, splendid specimens. They 
had slant eyes and black beards and wore big boots 
and heavy cloaks. When they said “Salaam,” they 
looked us in the eye and never cringed. On their 
sleeves were sewn prayers in little patches of coloured 
cloth — charms which made us wonder what winter 
blizzards and wind-swept marches they had seen. But 
what interested us most about these husky traders was 
the sign of toil and strain in their faces; more than 
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ever we began to realize that to cross this pass two 
weeks before it was ofiicially open would be a test for 
us all. 

That night we turned in early with everything ready 
for a midnight start, for we must be on the trail by 
12.30 a.m. if we were to be sure of passing the steepest 
part of the La before the morning sun could cause 
avalanches. Just at midnight the cook awakened us, 
and, while we were gulping our breakfast of tea, our 
Sherpas rolled up our sleeping bags and tents and put 
them on the ponies. 

About us spread a wild sight, which in our sleepy 
condition seemed unreal. As Pasang’s resinous torch 
flared and sputtered, the light rose and fell. It gleamed 
on the high cheek-bones of his eager face, flickered over 
our tousled hair and well wrapped bodies as we bent 
over our cups, and made even the tea at the bottom 
of Ahdoo’s cookpot gleam dully. Meanwhile other hiss- 
ing torches were bobbing unevenly as the drivers 
sought with shouts and whistles to locate the last of 
their hobbled, 500-pound ponies, who did not at all 
like the idea of carrying 150 pounds apiece over the 
backbone of the Himalaya. 

While we were waiting around the juniper fire, loath 
to depart, a pony man with skin boots came to me and 
said, “ Huzz^r, taklif” (I am in trouble, sir). He then 
pointed to his forehead where a cord tied tightly 
around his head was supposed to cure a headache. At 
least that was the Captain’s interpretation. We told 
the lad to loosen the band, and then gave him a fruit 
drop to suck, for the medical kit had long since been 
packed. He felt immensely better at once, judging from 
his expression, and went back to his ponies ; for, where 
medicine is hard to get, the power of suggestion will 
work wonders. A native doctor would have cured his 
headache in a different way — ^by branding his foot 
£ 
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with a red-hot wire. The pony man would have com- 
pletely forgotten he had a head after that. 

Meanwhile camp had been broken and a slightly 
luminous patch of sky over one of the great rock walls 
across the valley showed that somewhere the moon 
had risen. Down in our black canyon all was darkness. 
Slowly we stumbled away, feeling rather than seeing 
the narrow trail at our feet. In the eerie light about us 
existed no such thing as distance — just grey things 
and black things whose shape one could not tell. Over 
a rough snow surface (the remains of amazing winter 
snowslides), our new boots crunched pleasantly until, 
without warning, the Captain swung us sharply from 
the regular trail, where it lay buried under avalanche 
debris, and turned abruptly into a black chasm. 

Here was a pass that a handful of men could defend. 
Black walls towered above on either side, and our path 
lay up the snow chute between. The snow became far 
steeper now and we had to kick with the toes of our 
boots in order to keep our footing. It seemed impos- 
sible for any ponies to go where we were climbing, but 
our condition was bad, and we had worry enough to 
get our own reluctant bodies to the top. 

Something about the gulf made us redouble our 
efforts to reach the heights. The stars directly above ap- 
peared very bright ; the air was clear and cold and the 
world seemed devoid of space. We might have been 
sinners conderoned always to climb from the black pit 
towards the stars, for it seemed as if we could jump off 
and fall a thousand miles into nothingness, or climb 
until we reached the bright specks far above. Never 
have I known such an eerie light or such a strange 
feeling. The mystery of the ages seemed locked in that 
magic land. 

Nobody spoke, and the only sound was the cnmch, 
crunch of boot nails on the crust. Then suddenly as 
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we pressed over a little rise, the friendly moon ap- 
peared over a ridge. It was like meeting an old friend 
in the middle of the Gobi Desert, and our feelings 
changed. We could appreciate the steep walls now and 
the silver shotdders of snow and ice gleaming so 
mysteriously high above. 

The valley had widened perceptibly and a raw wind 
told us we were near the top. As we rested here and 
passed the thermos round, Burdsall, chilled though he 
was by the icy blasts, took a barometer reading to 
check the instrument. The pass appeared to be its 
stated height, a fact recommending both the barometer 
and Burdsall, so we went on more cheerfully. Every- 
where about us old avalanche tracks crossed the valley. 
As we climbed among ice blocks that had fallen months 
before, weird black shadows extending across the snow 
seemed waiting to swallow our tiny figures toiling along 
the corridor. And high above us the great snow sum- 
mits shone cold and unearthly. 

Ahead lay the bleak country of Baltistan, with mile 
after mile of snowy peaks stretching towards Ladakh. 
Chilly introduction it was too, as the morning wind 
flicked our faces, and a cloudy dawn broke slowly 
over the arctic landscape, dark and cheerless, con- 
trasting grimly with the pleasant scenes of the day 
before. 

Under the snow beneath our feet we could hear a 
stream flowing; we were at the source of the Dras 
River, which we were to follow to its confluence with 
the dusky Indus. Before we knew it, the stream was 
running in the open and we were hard put to cross. In 
one place we thrashed about m semi-darkness for half 
an hour before a crude bridge, its planks slick with ice, 
presented itself. Here we suddenly found House miss- 
ing and feared that he had slipped into the tumbling 
river. He soon appeared, however, having only gone 
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back up the trail to warn Burdsall, who was behind, 
of a short cut. 

Six o’clock found us dragging our weary legs up to 
the resthouse at Machoi. We were sleepy, tired, and 
much in need of a belated breakfast. At our shouts, a 
surprised choukidar (resthouse keeper) ran up, gaped 
at us, then dashed off for wood, so that in a short time 
we had tea water brewing in a pan on the stove. A tin 
of ham, some crackers, butter, and malted milk tablets 
improved the morale of the party, and we soon moved 
to the porch, where sunlight was showing through the 
early morning screen of grey. From a few miles away 
a stunning i8,ooo-foot peak stared calmly down on our 
motley group and on the caravans that were toiling 
westward towards the Zoji La. As we sat and smoked, 
we could see our bandobast spread out over the snow- 
fields before climbing through the muck of filthy little 
Machoi and passing on towards the next village of 
Matayan. 

By now caravans were everywhere. A few, loaded 
with such prosaic goods as salt and sugar and kitchen 
pots, were going our way, but most were coming from 
the East, laden with numdahs (rugs), woollens, 
Tibetan tea, and bales whose treasure-trove we could 
only imagine. Many of these caravans used dzos, great 
shaggy animals with huge heads and rings in their 
noses. The dzo, a cross between a yak and a cow, is 
much valued, for it is said to combine endurance with 
docility. These shaggy brutes with hair over their eyes 
reminded us of their wild-looking drivers, and like their 
masters they could absorb great physical punishment. 
Unlike the Indians we had seen in the plains, most of 
these men treated their animals kindly, though there 
was tremendous sjiouting and cursing when softening 
"Snow began to bog down the heavily burdened animals. 
Luckily our train had pushed right on, for soon the 
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trail was choked for a mile or more with floundering 
horses and grunting dzos. One caravan in trouble 
would stall the rest, and sometimes loads and even ani- 
mals slipped down the snow slopes into the river. In 
the space of an hour we passed the carcases of several 
dead ponies. 

Some five miles from Matayan we stopped for an- 
other bite, and here I found tracks of a bear — a Hima- 
layan red bear, the Captain said. Snow leopards we 
also looked for, as they were supposed to be numerous, 
but we saw none. 

Matayan had appeared to be a fine place when we 
viewed it from up the valley, but it was a disappoint- 
ment when we finally panted into it. The village was 
still snowbound, and its square mud houses, which 
looked like forts, were dismally mucky. The main oc- 
cupation of the inhabitsints seemed to be carrying 
baskets of manure (of which there was great abund- 
ance) firom one pile to another; village and people alike 
had a strong smell which foreign tourists would prob- 
ably label picturesque. We were in no mood for seeing 
or smelling the sights, however, and after Houston had 
treated Burdsall’s severe blisters, we stretched out on 
the bungalow floor. 
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Chapter VI The Indus Trail 

A t six the following morning we arose scratching, 
for a starving battalion of local fleas had attacked 
during the night; and the victory was all theirs, for 
where is the contortionist who can catch a flea in a 
sleeping bag? The sun was already shming brightly on 
the bold ridges to our west as we emerged stiffly from 
the squalid cowshed euphemistically termed “the rest- 
house.” A typical Himalayan morning confronted us. 
Half the world was in blinding sunshine ; the other half, 
Matayan included, in frigid shadow. 
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After crossing the Dras River, several of us saw three 
Baltis taking a short cut across some cliffi instead of 
continuing along the trail. Naturally we followed them, 
and our scant respect for Baltis immediately increased 
when we observed what rock-climbing assets they had 
in their toes. While we were pursuing these Balti guides 
somewhat uncertainly, one of the Sherpas was nearly 
struck by a stone from above. He looked startled for 
a moment, then grinned broadly. Why worry about 
trouble after it is aU over? 

One other incident impressed me on the trail to 
Dras. As we were following the trace high above the 
river, I noticed that the stream was running into a 
small canyon. The water roared against the sheer sides, 
tumbling and tossing below the track, which was only a 
nick in the valley walls. The trail was narrow — a dzo’s 
breadth wide in most places — and some of the corners 
were awkward. One of these was caused by a huge frag- 
ment of coarse marble (polished by the river years 
before Alexander the Great was a boy) ; it now pro- 
jected into the path, where it lay gleaming in the sub- 
dued light of the river gorge. Ragged scratches on the 
shiny surface caught my eye. “H. H. G.-A. 1861-2-3,” 
it read. 

Here was the mark of the famous explorer Godwin- 
Austen, for whom K2 was named. What infinitely 
greater problems had been his when he first scratched 
his initials on this rock while making his original ex- 
plorations in Northern Kashmir! For him each comer 
had led into unknown country, each village had 
threatened possible ambuscade ; and how carefully he 
must have plotted and planned his moves for each 
following day! 

Dras was only thirteen miles from Matayan, child’s 
play after the mzirch across the Zoji La, and even the 
bungalow was pleasanter. As we approached it, curious 
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natives stared at us openly. Men forgot their yokes of 
dzos, women put down their baskets of manure, and 
some of the younger generation even cheered briefly 
before running off to a safer distance. The women here 
seemed very numerous. Bright-red trousers peeped 
from under their black, sack-like dresses, and clumsy 
anklets and silver bracelets dangled heavily. Baltistan 
jewellery is inherited, and the size never changes. 

At the bungalow we found much to do. First came 
the job of paying off the pony men, and as bright 
rupees (i6 annas) and half-rupee pieces were clinked 
cheerfully into the hands of each man, he began a 
monologue that went something like this; “Sahib, I 
am extra good man. My sons they are extra good too. I 
always work extra hard. Some day my sons will do 
much work for you. Therefore do you give me please, 
sahib, just twelve times as much baksheesh as you give 
me now. Eight times, sahib; four times. Oh, sahib, 
give me two annas more!” The men did not seem 
grieved when their shares were not increased. They 
accepted their lot philosophically and went back to 
the horses; 

Our next duty was to check over the loads, to find if 
anything had been lost or broken in transit, before we 
hired another group of drivers to escort us to Karkhil. 
This scene, if anything, was more confused than the 
last. At least a hundred bearded rogues were seeking a 
dozen jobs, and firom the start a small riot seemed in- 
evitable. The Captain, however, was very efficient, and 
his commands were voluntarily enforced by the Sher- 
pas, who despised the local coolies. Sonam, himself a 
coolie when at home in Daqeeling, took special delight 
in swaggering among the natives, ice-axe gripped 
bravely or hand on kukri, while the Baltis respectfully 
made way for him. Only once did the pushing, yelling 
crowd make the Captain angry, and then he drove 
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the whole lot from the compound with shouts of ‘^Mkel 
jao, you silly fools, juldi.” Momentarily his face was so 
stern that the choukidar ran off with the others and 
hid behind a mud wall, from where he watched open- 
mouthed to see if Streatfeild would tear down the 
bungalow with his bare hands. 

Half an hour later, arrangements were amicably con- 
cluded with the drivers of twenty-three horses, and we 
bought a sheep to celebrate our successful arrival at the 
first stage of our journey. Intensive bargaining was 
necessary before the headman of the village, an en- 
gaging, white-bearded rascal, would sell us the sheep, 
for his price was four times too high. He repeatedly 
weighed the 60-pound animal, poking and punching it 
as he expatiated on its virtues and the plumpness of all 
its ancestors. Finally House could stand it no longer 
and started to weigh old Grey Beard himself on the 
scales. Then, when we began to poke him in the ribs 
appraisingly, he immediately gave in and sold us the 
sheep for only 10 rupees — still double the normal 
price. 

From Dras the trail descends the Dr as River to 
Kharal, and by six next morning we were striding 
along the river bank with pleasant expressions caused 
by a generous breakfast of scrambled eggs and sheep’s 
kidney. The day was soft and spring-like and again we 
marvelled at the colour contrasts of high peaks in 
glaring sunlight and deep valleys cold in shadows. 
Birds hopped about at the water’s edge, though the 
vegetation steadily became sparser. Lizards were there 
too — ^little orange-stomached fellows eight inches long 
who rattled swiftly across the trail like tiny armoured 
cars. 

For hours we followed a V-shaped gorge of bare rock 
and broken stone, passing only a few goatherds on the 
way, Tasgam Bagh was our destination, seventeen 
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miles from Dras, and our idea of what it looked like was 
vague. When a small village shaded by apricot-trees 
appeared ahead, we put our broken Hindustani to use 
and asked a withered old crone how far it was to Tas- 
gam. The old witch drew a corner of her black smock 
over the lower half of her face ; then, pointing with her 
arm, on which hung handsome silver spangles with 
rough turquoise settings, she indicated that we had 
only a short way to go. After this her courage col- 
lapsed and she fled squeaking into the nearest mud 
hut. 

A mile down the road we did find the Bagh (garden), 
a shady terrace with poplar-trees overlooking the river. 
It was nice to be camping in tents again, and the com- 
missary produced a large tin of Cheddar cheese to go 
with tea, while the Sherpas put on an unrehearsed floor 
show. It started with Phinsoo and Pempa seeking wood 
to cook their dinner and ended with great rivalry to 
see who was the more acrobatic tree climber and wood 
chopper. They swung like monkeys from limb to limb, 
tearing off dead branches and hacking away with their 
curved kukris at living boughs. 

Fortunately some of the trees were left, for our por- 
ters’ next move was to come up very humbly to bor- 
row the oldest climbing rope. Permission was quickly 
granted. Then, amid squeals of laughter, these hus- 
bands and fathers forgot their dignity and, after fixing 
the rope to, a tree, began to swing like five-year-olds. 
They swung one another till the branches groaned, 
then swatted each swinger as he went sailing by. Next 
they swung four or five at a time, all the while laughing 
so hard that somebody was always losing hold and fall- 
ing to the ground. At last someone began turning the 
swingers round and round, then suddenly letting the 
twisted rope spin. Of course they became dizzy and fell 
off, then walked in circles and fell down, giggling con- 
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tinuously, and finally ran back to the swing to do it 
over again. 

What joy it would be if everyone could get such sheer 
pleasure from such simple play! But the performance 
was not over. Tse Tendrup, whose turn it was to cook 
for the Sherpas, went back to start his fire, and reluc- 
tantly Phinsoo and Sonam began to take down the 
rope. Just as Phinsoo was slowly coiling it, however, he 
noticed a very mangy village dog sneaking towards the 
Sherpa food. Immediately a light came into Phinsoo’s 
eyes and he began slowly to stalk the brute, who was 
in turn cautiously stalking the food. We watched 
breathlessly as the Nepalese made a slip noose and 
crept quietly towards the prey which he pretended was 
a ferocious and dangerous enemy. His showmanship 
was superb, even till the last minute when he flung his 
lasso over the mongrel’s head and then held tight as 
the dog bounded and yelped about the garden. After 
much gloating by the other Sherpas, with Phinsoo 
showing modest pride, the quarry was turned loose and 
camp became more normal. That night we sent the 
Sherpas a present of sheep meat and the whole camp 
went to bed happy. 

The march from Tasgam to Kharal turned out to be 
a rough one. About a mile and a half from camp we 
found ten feet of track washed away by a swollen river. 
Most of us promptly jumped the gap and started on, 
but the irrepressible Sherpas, lovers of engineering 
problems, improvised a bridge over which the loads 
could be backpacked. Beyond this mauvais pas, miles 
of dull going brought us to Shimsa Kharbu with its 
neat bungalow among green fields, an oasis in the bar- 
ren country. Steadily the wretched trace grew worse, 
many times being washed away as it skirted the stream 
bed. It led over several snow patches, and in crossing 
one a pony slipped off into the raging river. 
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This news was brought us by a pony driver as we sat 
lunching under some beetling crags two miles down- 
stream. The pony had been rescued with difficulty, the 
wallah said, but the load appeared irretrievable. For a 
moment we felt a sinking sensation, each hoping it 
was not the load containing all the primus stoves — 
without which the expedition could not exist in the 
mountains ! Gloomy scowls took the place of contented 
smiles as we stared aghast at one another. How could 
we have been so careless as to leave all our stoves in one 
box? Each one of us felt personally to blame. Another 
pony driver appeared before long, calling in Hindu- 
stani before he reached us : “Horse go in water. Much 
work. We get him out. Saddle gone. Load gone. Cook 
sahib very angry.” 

“ Good old Ahdoo ! ” we thought, “always so anxious 
about his master’s belongings. If anyone can get the 
load he can.” But a few more words from the pony 
wallah changed our ideas and made us yell with relief. 
No wonder Ahdoo was anxious. The lost load con- 
tained only his own bedding ! 

The rest of the march to Kharal lay along rocky hill- 
sides marked infrequently across the river with ter- 
raced villages shaded by cool groves of apricot and 
mulberry-trees. Brilliant green fields of barley soothed 
our eyes, even as in our imagination the shade of the 
trees cooled our bodies. Our side of the valley, however, 
felt like an oven. The parched rocks were hot to the 
touch and they reflected light dazzlingly into our 
streaming faces. Towards the middle of the afternoon 
we reached the modem suspension bridge at Kharal 
where the Dras-Shingo River meets the Karghil River. 
There we found a motley crowd of black-bearded pony 
men squatting round a hookah. With them was an 
under-Tehsildar in khaki with a red fez, and a chu- 
prassi (local policeman) in splendid purple robe and 
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white turban They had brought from the Tehsildar 
(local governor) of the district a note which said he had 
arranged horses to take us to the next town. To our 
rage and disgust we found this was all he had done, for 
he had not arranged through transport to Skardu as 
Streatfeild had thrice requested and as the Revenue 
Minister had ordered him to do. Instead of having 
through transport to Skardu, we now should have to 
pay off a set of coolies each night and hire a new batch 
of them each morning. The blow was more irritating 
than severe, and we sent the chuprassi off with a 
blistering note to the Tehsildar. 

For supper we had a red-hot curry (filling up House 
and Petzoldt for the first time since Srinagar), and 
shortly afterwards, as we sat smoking and watching the 
purpling shadows in the river gorge, the chuprassi rode 
in on a foaming horse with another note from the 
Tehsildar. It said that through transport was impos- 
sible but arrangements had been made for us day by 
day. The Tehsildar was patently lying, prompted no 
doubt by local graft; however, we could do nothing 
more and went to bed angry and dusty, for at Kharal 
the only camping place is a barren gravel flat perched 
well above the murky river. 

Considerable confusion marked our start next morn- 
ing, for the pony men had evidently sat up late the 
night before smoking bhang or some other drug mixed 
with their tobacco. At least this was the Captain’s in- 
terpretation of their being so bleary-eyed, nervous and 
quarrelsome. Our sullen escort finally got under way 
and we crossed the suspension bridge to the other side 
of the river. During the first half-hour of the march a 
vexing problem was settled to the great delight of Bill 
House. The night before, we had observed an irrigation 
ditch cutting across the cliff on the opposite side of the 
river. So level was it that none could tell whether it had 
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flowed from left to right or vice versa, and sundry 
bottles of ice-cold beer were wagered on this momen- 
tous problem. The fact that no beer was to be had in 
this parched land and we should see none for at least 
three months to come made little difference. 

The irrigation ditches never failed to fascinate us. 
They cut across great expanses of bare cliffs where only 
generations of human labour could ever have built up 
such clever waterways, traversing as they do shining 
walls where it seems the intense reflection of the sun 
must make the water boil away into steam. Mile after 
mile such ditches run. We could trace each thread-like 
course across the river as it gradually descended from 
snowfields high in the mountains to some tiny village 
close to the river’s edge. There the patches of emerald 
barley looked greener than fields ever looked before, 
set off as they were by miles of rocky desert. It was as if 
we had been camping for months in winter snowfields 
and had suddenly come down into a meadow of spring 
life and greenery. 

Our path itself was a mountain engineering problem 
to make any Swiss or Austrian expert proud. Some- 
times it followed tiny ledges 200 feet above the river, 
with a balustrade a foot high to keep one from falling 
off the edge. Again it would drop down to river level, 
descending precipitous walls by an ingenious system of 
braces and switchbacks. Timbers bore the weight of 
the trail in gullies which would not support stonework, 
and frequently ten to fifteen feet of rock, built without 
benefit of mortar, would hold up the outer edge of the 
trail as it hung over the river hundreds of feet below. 
Like the irrigation ditches, this trail was the result of 
centuries of work. In the year that Porus and Alexander 
were fighting for India this route was being used by 
hardy merchants who brought the wealth of interior 
China to beautiful Kashmir. And then, even as now, 
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winter avalanches must have damaged sections of trail. 
No wonder the Baltis are clever stonemasons, for they 
have a long heritage behind them. 

The march from Kharal was a short one of 13 miles, 
topped off by a steep climb of 800 feet to the top of the 
village of Olthingthang. This is the largest village in 
the valley of the Shingo. Every inch of its 8oo-foot slope 
is taken up by little terraced fields as wide as the angle 
of the slope permits. Through the middle of the town 
the steep trail threads its way; and up the middle in the 
noonday heat we sighed and grunted and perspired till 
we felt the path must be turning to mud behind us. At 
the top we pitched our tents among the boulders of a 
rocky orchard. 

In the afternoon Houston and I set out to see the 
town and walked for miles along rows of terraces and 
irrigation ditches shaded by rustling poplars. The 
squalid mud and stone huts look out on magnificent 
gorges to the south and west, with rock peaks towering 
beyond them in the distance. With modern houses and 
a little plumbing, a Shangri La could spring up in the 
midst of this waste of splintered rock, for the situation 
is truly remarkable. 

A self-appointed young Balti guided us about town. 
He took great pride in his position, grinning with 
delight whenever we spoke to him. The local Rotary 
Club was shown us also, and the members left off 
sharing a very stained and ancient hookah to smirk 
and stare. Our guide was prouder of his linguistic 
achievements than of his fellow citizens, for somehow in 
the course of his eventful youth he had picked up a 
smattering of Hindustani and four or five words of 
Enghsh. He was very proud of the latter accomplish- 
ment and kept saying, “Right, left, right, left. Good 
morning.” 

Less learned or less daring Baltis followed us at a 
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respectful distance as we walked over the roofs of 
houses that were built into the terraces. From them we 
could see the women working in the fields. They looked 
like so many crows when we saw them in the distance, 
for their smocks are a funereal black. When we came 
on them suddenly in the yards of the houses, however, 
we saw that most of these imlovely creatures had in- 
vested their love of colour in heavy silver and turquoise 
jewellery or strings of bright beads. The women seemed 
very curious, but always watched from a discreet dis- 
tance and hid their faces if we looked at them. It was 
enough to give any man an inferiority or superiority 
complex, depending on how ferocious he thought his 
beard looked. 

The houses were overpopulated with Baltis, from 
nursing babies to aged grandsires; and naked, pot- 
bellied little urchins were everywhere. To one of these 
houses — a square, mud and earth, one-room dwelling 
— our guide brought us, depositing us at last before a 
very elderly gentleman who was clearly dying. His 
greenish white face, dull eyes, and spasmodic breathing 
told us he would build no more barley terraces. What 
was there we could do for him now? “Medicine,” said 
the guide, “medicine.” The old man was beyond help, 
but we gave him a fruit drop (all we had with us) for 
psychological eflfect, and started for camp, explaining 
to our guide on the way that the old man was very ill. 
“Grandfather,” we called the old man, and the boy 
picked up the word quickly. When we left him with 
a present of cigarettes in his hand, he was grinning 
broadly and salaaming over and over again as he 
shouted after us: “Grandfather! Greindfather 1 ” 

In camp we found our companions surrounded by 
would-be coolies who watched their every action as if 
they were men from Mars. Gradually they would come 
closer and closer until the Sherpas rushed at them with 
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upraised axes shouting, “ Jao,jao!’’ in an effort to ob- 
tain breathing space for their harassed sahibs. At last 
all was quiet and we had a pleasant supper under the 
apricot-trees, though we knew that in the background 
many pairs of eyes were peering from behind rocks and 
bushes in frank wonderment at the strange scene. 

Each day we were becoming more familiar with the 
routine of camp life, which generally went something 
like this. At 5 a.m. (about dawn) Ghaffar Sheikh would 
wake us by blowing a police whistle and shouting 
“Breakfast, sahibs.” Then he would go from tent to 
tent, shaking each gently in turn and calling, “Good 
morning, sahib.” After this there would be a few 
moments of silence, marked by a hearty yawn or two, 
before singing would be heard in the Captain’s tent. 
How he sang so cheerily almost the moment he got his 
eyes open was one of the wonders of the expedition, for 
whether at Base Camp or along the steaming Indus 
Valley the Captain’s morning song was always there, 
and usually the same: “Widdicombe Fair.” By the 
time that “Uncle Tom Cobleigh and all” had been 
referred to for the last time, the Captain was usually 
outside his tent and sousing his face with water in his 
wash basin. At about the same moment Houston and I 
would be staggering sleepily out of our tents, with 
Petzoldt and House close behind. Last would come 
Burdsall, always cheerful, and far too good-natured 
to mind if the oatmeal was already cold. 

Breakfast would consist of cooked dried fruit with 
hot cereal, tea, and some kind of eggs, served on a box 
circled by duffel bags. House and Petzoldt always 
groaned loudly at the small portions of “egges” (as 
Ahdoo called them) and promised each other an eigh- 
teen-egg omelet apiece when they got back to Srinagar. 
Breakfast often included a floor show provided by 
House and the Captain. House always had something 
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witty to say to the Captain about his disgraceful habit 
of singing in the naiddle of the night ; and the Captain 
lighting up his Barney’s Mixture, would make ade- 
quate reply, not forgetting to call Bill, Dick — a name 
he thoroughly dislikes. 

While we were eating, the Sherpas would pack our 
tents, so that by 5.45 camp would be broken once 
more; and when we rose from the duffel bags, these 
seats would be snatched by waiting coolies and the last 
of the caravan would be on its way. Each man selected 
his own pace, so sometimes we went singly and some- 
times all together, as chance offered. 

The Captain and I were usually the fastest walkers 
and kept ahead, perhaps because we so much enjoyed 
sitting in the shade and resting while the others came 
up. We never got far ahead, however, for I carried the 
lunch and was always carefully followed. Petzoldt’s red 
cowboy shirt impressed the natives immensely and it 
made a good landmark, as did House’s brown felt hat 
or Houston’s black one. The Captain’s green shirt was 
his distinguishing feature, Petzoldt and Houston (es- 
pecially the former) loved to run downhill, and when 
the track dipped down they gained perceptibly on the 
rest of the company — even on House, who had the most 
uniform pace of all. Burdsall formed the bulwark of the 
cavalry, having had the ill luck to blister a heel on the 
day we crossed the Zoji La, and from Dras to Yuno he 
rode horseback, Houston joined him for a few days 
with a bruised instep, and later a pulled tendon forced 
me to ride, but House never rode and the others rarely 
joined the cavalry. 

AU of us carried small loads on the march into the 
mountain, to improve our condition, and it really 
seemed to help us when we reached the higher altitudes 
later on. My load always included the lunch, which 
consisted generally of chupattis (native bread of wheat 
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flour and water made like Mexican tortillas), hard- 
boiled eggs or cheese, and chocolate. After lunch we 
would plug along till two or three in the afternoon, 
when our camping place was reached. There each of us 
would plant his ice-axe where he wanted his tent to be 
and then retire to whatever shade was handy, to await 
the arrival of the coolies and the tents. 

It was really Millionaires’ Row in expeditioning. I 
hate to imagine what our sourdough friends in Alaska 
would have said had they seen the daily performance 
when our coolies came into camp. Often the natives 
would give each of us bouquets of flowers and then beg 
for the honour of being allowed to help our Sherpas 
smooth the ground and put up our tents. Then came 
the real struggle. Several coolies would plead for the 
privilege of being allowed to blow up the sahib’s air 
mattress, and if his Sherpa permitted it, the victorious 
coolie was overjoyed. He would puff and strain away, 
often blowing for a good five minutes with the valve 
shut if the Sherpa in charge did not watch him closely. 
Next each Sherpa himself would lay out his sahib’s 
sleeping bag, diary and toilet kit, and then come up 
with a change of shoes and personally take off his 
master’s marching boots, if he would let him. Such 
luxury does not exist in civilized countries. 

The day we left Olthingthang was bright and cloud- 
less. Similar mornings had taught us to walk rapidly in 
the cool of the day, for the afternoon sun gave off 
blistering heat. As we struck out smartly along the nar- 
row track, we could not but marvel at the great walls 
above and beneath us that the path traversed. Three 
hundred feet below raced the Shingo as we rounded a 
corner and found it merging with the mighty Indus in a 
smother of tossing brown. And now the route from 
Srinagar followed a fourth stream. Up the Sind we had 
come until the Zoji La was reached, then down the 
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Dras to where it reached the Shingo, and down the 
surging Shingo to the murky Indus. Now at last we 
were following the father of waters, one of the great 
rivers of the world, the mighty Indus. 

The fifteen-mile march to Bagicha was an easy one, 
but I puUed a tendon in my left leg while jumping a 
stream, and only with difficulty hobbled on to a water- 
fall where we had decided to lunch. Here we sat com- 
fortably in the grass and watched the water in its 150- 
foot plunge from the rocks above. The water sparkled 
in the bright sunlight while rainbows played through 
the mist about us. High above the ghstening spray we 
could see small stalactites hanging from the opposite 
walls, and among these rock pigeons were nesting. As 
we sprawled on the grass just out of reach of the wet, 
we wondered how many other travellers had come 
unexpectedly into this garden in the wilderness. 

Five miles farther on, in the grassy garden at 
Bagicha, Burdsall and the Captain paid off the noisy 
crowd of local coolies as soon as the last load was in. 
Meanwhile Houston and I sat soaking our legs in the 
Indus and kneading our tired muscles. We did not like 
the idea of being “cavalry” and hoped soon to be in 
good walking condition again. Horses, we knew, could 
go only two days’ march beyond Skardu, the capital of 
Baltistan, which we were fast approaching. As we sat 
glumly, each on an individual rock with his feet in the 
river, something close beside us attracted our attention. 
It was a little cave near the water’s edge lined with 
pretty pebbles and a fence of twigs and stones. The dirt 
floor was packed and smoothed and so neat we could 
hardly credit it to one of our crude coolies. A man 
could enter only on hands and knees, for the whole 
estate was scaled in miniature ; probably it was owned 
by some Baltistan leprechaun who bitterly resented our 
sudden intrusion and had just departed. Wlioever the 
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owner, I hope his wrath was softened by a shiny 8-anna 
piece Houston left just inside the hearthstone. 

Perhaps the little elf put an idea into Ahdoo’s shaven 
head, for he suddenly manufactured a magnificent rice 
pilau for supper. Rice and raisins and pieces of cinna- 
mon bark were blended skilfully with delicious bits of 
fried onions, fruit seeds and dozens of other amazing 
and indistinguishable items. Petzoldt was so delighted 
by this kingly dish that he yodelled every time his plate 
was being refilled, and after dinner started a rope-tying 
contest among the Sherpas. Lesson I he informed us 
was to be on bowline tying. It was as good as a circus 
to see him explaining in English to our grinning, eager 
little boys, how the rabbit (end of the rope) came out 
of his hole, went around the tree and then back into 
his hole again. He tied the knot on Kitar and then 
pulled the rope tight to show that the knot would not 
slip. He also showed how easy it was to untie, and the 
boys chattered with delight. Then they practised on 
themselves and on each other as if it were a matter of 
immediate life and death. The boys learned so quickly 
that they ruined our plans of holding a contest and 
giving a package of cigarettes to the best student. In 
fact they humiliated us by tying knots faster than we 
could, so we gave cigarettes to all. 

Next morning we were still in the best of spirits as we 
trod the rocky ledges of the trail. Below us the coffee- 
and-cream-coloured Indus now lazily slid along, now 
viciously roared on her journey westward. Across from 
us we could sometimes see tiny houses clinging Hke 
swallows’ nests to the rocky walls. To their occupants 
we must have seemed like ants crawling along the face 
of the great cKffs, for rarely did the trail descend to the 
level of the river. When it did, the cause was a tiny vil- 
lage perched precariously at the water’s edge. As we 
passed through, wide-eyed urchins and staring grown- 
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ups followed our every move, hardly more curious than 
the long-tailed magpies and golden orioles in the tree- 
tops. 

In these remote villages we were often amazed at see- 
ing tyre tracks in the dust of the trail. No auto road 
existed within hundreds of miles, but we soon realized 
that many upper-class Baltis were wearing chuplis 
(sandals) made from the rubber of old automobile 
tyres. Where the tyres came from in the first place I do 
not know (possibly Srinagar), but it was astonishing to 
us to see familiar treads showing clearly in the dust of 
this narrow, far-off caravan trail. Probably the natives 
would gladly make practical use of old razor blades too ! 

In the early afternoon we reached Tolti, where we 
were greeted by men with flowers for us. Most of the 
Baltis here wear flowers in their hair and the effect is 
very favourable. Even the Rajah — ^for a minor one 
exists here — ^wears rosebuds in his turban. This digni- 
tary, whom we had to term Rajah Sahib, sent his prime 
minister around with special rosebuds, then called and 
invited us to play polo. We declined, but he put on a 
game for us anyway. 

Eight players, one of whom was the Rajah dressed in 
spotless white, rode wildly up and down a field fairly 
free of stones but blessed with a large mud puddle and 
a small stream bed. The game started when one rider 
dashed madly down the field, ball in hand. Half-way 
down he threw up the ball, and still at a gallop 
smacked it in mid-air so that it bounded ahead with 
eight men in hot pursuit. Play was continued till a goal 
was scored, when the scorer would fling himself from his 
horse and touch the ball down. Sometimes something 
like a fight around the goal posts ensued. It was all very 
mystifying, for we never knew who was ahead or what 
the score was or who won. We did not dare cheer for 
anyone but the Rajah, so whenever he had the ball 
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there were loud yells of “Come on, Rajah Sahib!” The 
Rajah, however, would have been unpopular with an 
American football crowd, for more than once he had 
a clear field ahead and was going on for an easy goal 
when the ball hopped into the mud puddle. Each time 
the spotless Rajah would ride off to one side and shout 
at one of his men to hurry up and knock the ball out, 
so he, the Rajah, could go on and score a goal. The ex- 
plosions of muddy water were lovely and the crowd 
yelled. Sometimes the players would lash inaccurately 
at the chipped wooden ball and a sheet of muddy 
water would soak everyone but the aloof Rajah. 

At half time, hookah smoking was indulged in. The 
Rajah’s pipe was a carved silver one with a curved stem 
at least three feet long. The great man puffed on it till 
he was tired, then handed it to his prime minister 
(Tolti’s chief “yes-man” and referee of polo games) 
who took a few whiffs before passing it on to lesser dig- 
nitaries. While the men were resting, the juvenile stars 
of the village performed on the same horses, to the 
great delight of the spectators, who offered them free 
advice. This gallery was colourful. Nearly every man 
wore roses or a sort of phlox over his ears, and there 
were countless half-neiked little urchins who turned 
somersaults and fought and ran and shouted just as 
American boys like to do between the innings of a 
baseball game. 

Since the horses were tired, the second half was 
shorter. Later we had tea with the Rajah and presented 
him with some chocolate and tins of cigarettes. He was 
not well bred, despite his rank, for he asked for more 
presents and later sent his polo players round to ask 
for a tip. 

The scenery beyond Tolti specialized in goats, which 
ate flowers, weeds, lower branches of trees and any- 
thing reminiscent of green. The goats were all stunted. 
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probably from lack of food in the winter, and were 
often no bigger than large terriers. One of these dwarfs 
with a melancholy eye so struck Houston’s fancy that it 
took the combined efforts of the crew to keep him from 
carrying the little fellow into the resthouse. Willie Goat, 
however, had his revenge. At least I think he was respon- 
sible for the activity of the fleas in the Parkutta resthouse 
that night, though Houston received credit as well. 

Parkutta was a fine village from the Balti standpoint. 
Splendid old chenar-trees, fifteen feet in circumference, 
shaded the village compound where the old men sat 
and watched the handsome magpies quarrelling with 
the roosters over bits of food. These grandfathers could 
look out over the waving wheat fields to the distant 
mountains beyond; and perhaps, like us, they mar- 
velled at the way water had been carried down from 
these mountains to permit crops to thrive at Parkutta. 
The irrigation streams could be turned off or on at will, 
as we had seen at Tolti when just before game time 
natives had turned off the stream flowing through the 
polo field. 

Parkutta was an interesting town, but none of us 
desired to spend another night with the particular 
brand of fleas engendered there, so we were glad to 
leave early next morning for Gol. En route we passed the 
place where the River Shyock pours its silted water into 
the Indus. Then for several miles we ploughed across 
arid sand flats where a hot wind and blowing grit gave 
us the illusion that we were crossing the Sahara in a 
sandstorm. Beyond the sand beds we found great loess 
deposits which continued to Gol, where we camped in 
the lambardar’s (headman’s) garden in the shade of 
his mulberry-trees. He brought us two large plates of 
dried apricots, then left us to enjoy them and the soft 
tinkle of his brook. 

Only one more march now separated us from 
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Skardu, the Balti capital we had so long been approach- 
ing. The march turned out to be a severe one. For the 
first part of the twenty-mile stage we followed the 
canyon walls of the Indus till we emerged gradually 
into the Valley of Skardu. Here for the first time in 
twenty days we were not shut in by mountains rising 
from our very feet. The 5,000-foot high valley is ringed 
with 1 5,ooo-foot peaks, to be sure, but its breadth, like 
the Vale of Kashmir, gives one a pleasant feeling of 
freedom. 

A real sandstorm struck us a few miles from the city. 
With heads bent low to save our eyes, we ploughed for- 
ward over the yielding surface where a sparse cactus 
growth formed the only vegetation. The storm so in- 
creased that two of the cavalry were slightly damaged 
when they rode with closed eyes into low-hanging pop- 
lar branches that border Skardu Boulevard. Our 
second error followed quickly on the first. Two hun- 
dred yards farther on we met the Rajah of Skardu, 
dressed in purple and riding a fine horse. He dis- 
mounted till we passed. Not knowing who he was, we 
acknowledged this courtesy with only a salaam ! 

Later in the afternoon the Rajah called on us at the 
resthouse. He turned out to be a fat, dissipated, self- 
important person who wished us to take many pictures 
of him. Not wishing to offend, yet not wishing to waste 
our precious movie film, we took movies of him from 
countless angles — ^most of them with no film in the 
camera. Quite different wzis the Rajah of Shigar, a boy 
of twelve, who visited us with his Munshi (teacher), a 
big, black-bearded, handsome man who was his 
guardian. We all solemnly smoked cigarettes while 
Streatfeild and the Munshi conversed. 

Later the Wazir (Governor) of Baltistan, the Tehsil- 
dar of Skardu and the Assistant Tehsildar came to call. 
These high caste Hindu officials wore European dress. 



THE INDUS TRAIL 93 

They turned out to be grand people and old friends of 
the Captain. The Wazir was a keen, vivacious man of 
real intellect, and, like the Tehsildar, he spoke excel- 
lent English. They seemed to enjoy having visitors in 
Skardu, even though we bombarded them with ques- 
tions. The Tehsildar told us of his ideas for foresting 
Baltistan and of what he had done in Skardu and 
Shigar, while the Wazir told stories of his journeys to 
Leh and other outlying parts of his territory. 

Among other things we heard how 150 Tungans had 
come down to Leh last spring armed to the teeth but 
not wishing to fight. They said they had fled from 
Chinese Turkistan where a war was going on. “Do 
what you want with us,” they had said, “but don’t 
send us back.” The Wazir immediately confiscated 
their arms and the four maunds of gold (320 pounds) 
they had brought with them, and directed them to be 
fed. Then, on orders from the Kashmir Government, 
he sent them with an escort to Srinagar, where they 
were interned. The Wazir also told of a single Tungan 
who had recently been caught entering Srinagar with 
eight maunds of hidden gold. It was all the Tungan could 
get of his store of 100 maunds before bitter fighting 
caused him to flee. Who weis fighting and why the 
Wazir did not know. Evidently the world hears little 
of what is going on in Chinese Turkistan. 

We were now over half-way from Srinagar to the 
Base Camp and it was unanimously agreed that we 
should spend a day at Skardu making a general shake- 
down. Accordingly next morning we were all busy. 
The Captain went to the Skardu Treasury where he 
obtained the seventy-five pounds of money we should 
need to pay off our coolies, then made arrangements 
with the postmaster for handling mail or telegrams we 
would send out. In the bazaar he also bought some 
tsamba (barley flour), rice and dhali (curry powder) for 
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the Sherpas, some odds and ends for Ahdoo, and sugar 
and tea for us. I, as commissary, was becoming con- 
cerned over our tea and sugar consumption, for in the 
heat of the Indus Valley we had each been averaging 
some two quarts of tea a day. The extra supply would 
help. Meanwhile Houston was hard at work with 
numerous letters, I was composing an article for the 
London Times, and House and Petzoldt were doing 
yeoman service in stringing aluminium snowshoe 
frames and weighing food. 

In the afternoon the situation was under control and 
we compared notes. Our supplies had aU arrived at 
Skardu in good shape, though some of Petzoldt’s splen- 
did boxes had received harsh treatment and he had to 
repair them. Confident now that we were ready for the 
next 150 miles, we went for a stroll en masse through 
the streets of the capital. The city was rather disap- 
pointing. A medieval-looking stone and mud fort did 
lord it over the town from a rocky eminence, it is true, 
but the rest of the settlement was less glamorous. It was 
like any of the Balti villages we had gone through, 
though considerably larger and with a bigger bazaar. 
Each tiny shop was filled with knick-knacks and gaudy 
ribbons, while charms galore dangled everywhere. 
They were covered by bits of brilliant cloth or beads 
and came in all colours. We saw twenty kinds of 
cigarettes, and matches, and turban cloth, and looking 
glasses, and cheap flashlights — ^in fact almost anything 
one would not want to buy in a low grade 5 and 10 
cent store at home. We saw no bhang or chang (Ladakh 
beer) for sale, though we were told that young Moham- 
medans no longer strictly follow the laws of the Prophet. 
One enterprising salesman even offered to sell us movie 
film. The cartridges looked good, but when the Cap- 
tain told us they had been discarded by the French in 
1936 as worthless, we declined the offer. 



THE INDUS TRAIL 


95 

In the evening began a frantic search for suitable 
clothes to wear to the Wazir’s, where we had been in- 
vited for dinner. Each had his first hot bath in weeks 
(for this resthouse boasted a tin tub), before searching 
duffel bags for odds and ends of clothing less mal- 
odorous than marching togs. Our wardrobe was 
neither extensive nor uniform, and we appeared on the 
scene in everything from wind-proof trousers (meant for 
high altitudes) to shorts and climbing boots. 

In the Governor’s garden we were graciously re- 
ceived by the Wazir’s boy, who escorted us through the 
fragrant beds of flowers to a shady spot where our host, 
with the Tehsildar and the lieutenant commanding the 
fort, awaited us. Many polite words were spoken there 
amid the fragrance of the flowers before we were led 
into the house. At the entrance we all took off our shoes 
— to the consternation of two members of the party who 
had holes in their socks — and then the Wazir poured 
water from a silver pitcher over our hands before we 
sat down cross-legged on rich silk rugs. On the table- 
cloth before each of us was spread a tray containing a 
large silver dish heaped with two kinds of rice and sur- 
rounded by several small bowls with spiced meats and 
sauces. This huge portion was only the beginning, 
however, for a servant kept coming in with bowls of 
vegetables, thick chupattis and even more potent 
sauces. 

Knives, forks and spoons were lacking. The Wazir 
started the meal by taking rice in his fingers, dipping it 
into the various sauces and transferring it to his mouth 
with gracious skill. For us, eating with the hands was a 
difficult matter. Both rice and sauces dripped from our 
clumsy fingers — ^into beards that I fear in some cases 
changed colour with the foods. It was also a problem in 
our cramped position to lean so far forward that the 
food would drop back on to the plate and not on to the 
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rug. Meanwhile, as our legs went to sleep, our abnor- 
mal sitting position rapidly became unbearable. 

Even worse was the effect of the sauces. At first we 
had swallowed them in large amounts, for they did not 
affect us till the middle of the dinner. Then a thirst 
that would have choked Tantalus seized us. Vast gulps 
of water seemed only to fan the flames that were raging 
in our stomachs, tears came into the corners of our 
eyes, and our breath felt like a blast from the Sahara. 
Someone had drunk from the silver goblet on his right, 
and as we each followed suit we were horrified to find 
that this left one of us with two goblets and the Wazir 
with none. 

As the banquet continued, most of us were quickly 
filled, for we already felt as if what we had eaten was 
cooking away in our stomachs. Red-bearded Paul, 
however, was made of sterner stuff, for he not only ate 
all of his own trayful but had three extra helpings 
besides. At last we staggered to our feet, adjourned to 
the hallway, where water was again poured on our 
hands, and put on our shoes. From here we went to the 
reception room where a delicious dessert of almond 
custard was brought. The cool custard made us all feel 
better, and as we sat smoking afterwards we felt this 
had been the pleasantest evening of the trip. 

The Wazir told stories of political difficulties and 
cases that he had judged in court. Violent crimes are 
very rare among the Baltis, it seems, and most disputes 
concern boundaries and water rights. Among other 
things he said that Baltis may marry for a month or a 
day or for any length of time they wish, so that infi- 
delity is absolutely unknown. The Tehsildar mean- 
while was telling of shooting wily ibex,sharpuandmark- 
hor, and of killing a far rarer quarry, the beautiful 
snow leopard. Both Tehsildar and Wazir were Brahmins 
of the noble warrior caste and each greatly venerated 
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the military. Over and over again the Tehsildar told ns 
of how his father and his brother were army officers, 
and that he would have been also had his eyes been 
good. 

Despite slight astigmatism the Tehsildar was an ath- 
lete, and, among other things, an enthusiastic tennis 
player. We were then unable to play on his tennis court 
but on our return to Skardu some months later I 
played with him. On that grand occasion the backstops 
were made of purple turban cloth, the net topped by 
red cloth and hung with gorgeous red tassels, and the 
ball boys — ^who competed to get each ball — ^numbered 
in the dozens. 

The evening was too soon over. When we departed, 
we were escorted to the resthouse by the Wazir and 
others, preceded by several torch bearers. It was with 
real regret that we said good-bye that evening to these 
hospitable, genuine Hindu gentlemen. Next morning we 
were to leave at dawn for Shigar. 
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Chapter VII To the Last Village 

D awn had scarcely broken on the morning of 
May 27 when we tipped the bimgalow keeper and 
said good-bye to the little tin bathtub in the resthouse. 
Not till our return to Skardu would we see this or any 
other tub, and before that eventful day many rivers 
had to be crossed. The first river, literatlly speaking, 
lay almost at our feet — ^the rushing Indus. 

At Skardu in the spring-time the stream is broad and 
the water swift. Across it an ancient ferry curves a 
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diagonal course to the other side, then is pulled labor- 
iously upstream again to reverse the process. This 
barge, locally rumoured to be the handiwork of Alexan- 
der the Great, is of the sturdiest construction. The planks 
of the flat bottom and square sides are fastened with 
hand-worked iron clamps and the timbers themselves 
are massive enough to withstand the bolting and shy- 
ing of the wildest ponies. 

Before we shoved off with our load of 3 horses, 5 
sheep, 7 goats, and 17 people, the steersman, a huge 
goitrous Balti who manned an enormous sweep oar in 
the stern, paused to spread wide his arms and pray 
loudly to Allah that we should not be drowned. Then 
the Balti equivalent of “Eastward Ho” was shouted 
and we were pushed out into the fierce grip of the cur- 
rent. Everybody worked. Paddles and sticks lay handy 
on the planks of the ferry, and young and old alike, 
without stroke or rhythm, hacked furiously at the water 
as if the devil were chasing them. The river bank shot 
by alarmingly fast but only imperceptibly did we edge 
out towards the middle of the stream, though all the 
while the giant Balti steersman leaned on his sweep oar 
and shouted encouragement. Suddenly we were out of 
the current and into the slower water of the north-east 
side of the river ; in a few more minutes we were headed 
into shore and came grinding against the sandy north 
bank, where we disembarked nearly half a mile below 
the place we had started. 

A twelve-mile march across broad stretches of soft 
sand took us to Shigar, a large town on the river of the 
same name. Here we were again the centre of interest. 
The high bank which surrounds the polo field where 
we camped soon filled with Baltis, who struggled for 
front row positions so that not a single movement of 
ours would escape them. The playing field at Shigar is 
the largest in Baltistan and its grandstand is shaded by 
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a fine walnut and an immense plane-tree. Beyond the 
polo grounds, paths lined by stone walls stretch away. 
Baltistan, like New England, has countless stone walls, 
fir ml y built and well cared for. 

We had Httle time to observe this prosperous metro- 
polis or its inhabitants, however, before a tall youth 
with a faded red fez appeared and invited us to the 
Munshi’s for tea. The Munshi and the little Rajah of 
Shigar were stiU in Skardu but they had sent word that 
we were to be entertained despite their absence. And 
princely hospitality it was. First we were taken to the 
balcony of the Munshi’s house, where we sat looking 
down on a garden of almond, pear, and apple-trees. 
Birds were whistling in the fragrant garden below zis 
we sat watching the Baltis ploughing in the green 
barley fields along the river and, in the distance, 
rugged peaks rising grandly, well above the snow- 
line. 

Nor was the entertainment itself less satisfying. We 
were ushered into a heavily carpeted room where we 
took our places around a table, trying as we did so to 
stop casting inquisitive glances at a pile of near-by deli- 
cacies. First came tea. Not the kind we know at home, 
but delicious cinnamon tea made of milk, tea, sugar 
and cinnamon (with no water). During the repast that 
followed, never were the delicate cups allowed to be- 
come empty. Either our tall host or a large servant with 
an amazing turban would refill them from an im- 
mense dragon-ornamented teapot, which like the 
magic pitcher of antiquity seemed never to get empty. 
Cakes of all sizes and textures streamed past. Great 
platter-sized dainties of eggshell thinness alternated 
with others thicker than doughnuts and many times 
more solid. Still others were brittle and full of bubbles, 
but oiie and all were good, so that we had cookies and 
chupattis, ghi cakes and honey cakes heaped in a great 
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pile before us, although we were eating as fast as we 
decently could. 

Finally, when we could eat no more, extra cups were 
brought and we were treated to Lhassa tea. To us it 
seemed completely unlike tea, for it was chocolate- 
coloured and made largely of salt and butter ; I thought 
it most like clam broth ; someone else said it tasted like 
Epsom salts, and none of us could agree. The bitter tea, 
however, made an agreeable contrast to the sweets we 
had had, and after it our host produced cigarettes. As 
we leaned back contentedly in our chairs, smoking, and 
chatting with the tall Balti through the medium of the 
Captain, we had leisure to observe the splendid rugs 
from Turkistan, the carving of the woodwork and the 
incongruously cheap photographs of mosques that 
hung on the walls. 

When it was time to depart, we thanked our gener- 
ous host and started slowly back to our encampment 
at the polo grounds. From Shigar on no banquets 
would be ours, for we would be climbing steadily 
through thinly populated country till we reached the 
Base Camp ; but now for the first time we would be 
going in the direction of our mountain and not zig- 
zagging all over Baltistan. 

Ahead of us next morning stretched the eighteen- 
mile stage to Yuno, the last march where we could use 
horses, so the three cavalry members each rode part of 
the way. For miles we followed poplar shaded lanes 
and skirted mud and rock villages till we reached bar- 
ren valley slopes soaked by the hot sun. Glad we were 
to reach the tiny village of Yuno near the confluence 
of the Shigar and the Braldu. Now only twenty-five 
miles separated us firom Askole, the last village we 
would see before reaching the mountain. 

After paying off our horsemen, the next step was to 
hire coolies for the following day, but on arrival they 
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demanded 4^ rupees apiece for the twenty-five mile 
carry to Askole and insisted on taking four and a half 
days to do it. This seemed excessive, since we had 
been paying in most places only one anna (A of a 
rupee) a mile and the Captain thought that for Ae sake 
of future expeditions we ought to pay only the ofiScial 
rate. The men seemed happy enough with the 2 rupees 
8 annas we oflfered them — a month’s wages in Baltistan 
— ^but they were led by two trouble makers who rudely 
insisted on their rights. 

Finally we stepped into the Logan tent to have sup- 
per and discuss what to do. When we came out, the 
crowd of coolies refused to go, the ringleaders having 
induced them to stage a sit-down strike, making them 
swear on the Koran not to go for the wages we offered. 
Bitter words followed. Before we knew it, someone had 
shoved one of the ringleaders ; and the wretch, stepping 
backward, lost his footing and sat down. At this, the 
mob of sixty men yelled and surged forward. Both sides 
were really angry and spoiling for trouble, and for a 
moment it looked like war. The hindmost men shoved 
the foremost ones into us, while one fellow struck Ah- 
doo on the head with his rope. Meanwhile the Sherpas 
had taken out their ice axes and kukris and had started 
forward to carve the enemy to bits. This was serious, 
for our little Nepalese boys hated to see their sahibs 
thwarted. They kept saying: “Let us at them, sahibs. 
We do not like these men.” While we were stopping 
our angry boys, the Munshi’s son, who had followed us 
to camp, restrained the coolies. 

The sixty Yuno men began to disappear into the 
darkness and we and the few coolies who had stayed 
passive but loyal remained. The Munshi’s son im- 
mediately went after the fugitives, while we huddled in 
a council of war. We did not think these natives would 
actually attack us, but we were afiraid of damage td 
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equipment which would ruin our chances on the moun- 
tain. All of us were deeply ashamed of our anger at the 
coolies, but things had happened so suddenly we had 
been taken by surprise. Even though we felt that only a 
handful of men were to blame, we foresaw a delay that 
might prove most unfortunate. The Sherpas, mean- 
while, had placed each man’s ice axe before his tent 
and were standing guard over the camp. The spare 
axes were placed neatly in the centre of the ring of 
tents, showing that the Sherpas were sure we were in 
for a night attack. 

Finally the Munshi’s son returned and said we would 
have to go back to the Tehsildar for help. He said the 
men had been smoking bhang and talking wildly while 
we were at supper and had been led by their two 
leaders to swear on the Koran not to go with us except 
at their own price. This settled it. We should be delayed 
at least two or three days while somebody went to 
Skardu. Luckily, however, we found that a goat skin 
raft (a zok) was handy in the village, so it was decided 
that next morning the Captain and I should float down 
to Skardu and make as speedy arrangements as pos- 
sible with our friend the Tehsildar. Meanwhile the 
others would either split the party and go on with a 
few supplies to Askole, or stay at Yuno to wait for us. 

Early next morning we awoke to find that no savage 
attack had been launched, but a high wind, which our 
boatmen refused to face, was creaming the waves of the 
Shigar, and another delay appeared inevitable. About 
eight o’clock it died abruptly and to our joy the four 
wild-looking boatmen carried the raft down to the 
water. The contraption consisted of twenty-eight goat- 
skins covered with a framework of slender poplar poles 
on which we were to sit; the whole raft weighed less 
than 100 pounds, so the “zokmen” could easily take it 
apart at Skardu and carry it upstream. The Captain 
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and I took our places gingerly. Wild cheers from the rest 
of the expedition greeted this manoeuvre, and almost 
before we could sit down the zok began bobbing off 
downstream. 

For the rest of the morning we were completely in 
the hands of our boatmen, who spent the time alter- 
nately grounding us on sandbars, spinning us round 
and round in the swift water, and examining our shoes. 
When we approached rapids in the river they put down 
their poles and prayed loudly, while we spun and 
tossed and held on grimly ; but the raft seemed unsink- 
able, and we soon agreed that as long as it did not turn 
over we were safe. We urged the boys into swifter 
water, but they were conservative and stayed in tradi- 
tional channels. Most of the time one or two of them 
would be blowing up leaky bladders or splashing water 
on the raft to keep the sun from cracking the skins. The 
lung power of these fellows was amazing, for with per- 
fect equanimity they would blow up the very ones we 
were sitting on, even while the zok was being tossed 
violently by the waves. 

The Captain and I were generally dry, sitting as we 
were on our sleeping bags wrapped in slickers, but the 
boatmen had only short coats to keep out the wet. Cold 
water was continually sloshing up between the skins to 
soak our gondoliers, who fortunately did not seem to 
mind anything as long as they could stare at their pas- 
sengers. Our slickers and especially my cr^pe-soled 
shoes amazed them, even as their peculiar haircuts 
astonished us. One of the boatmen — z. six-toed fellow — 
had a half-inch part shaved down the centre of his 
head, while the rest of his hair hung lugubriously over 
his ears. On the whole it seemed like a clever idea. By 
this method one could part one’s hair neatly in the 
morning without needing to look in a mirror or even 
open one’s eyes. 
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These boatmen prayed repeatedly that we would not 
drown, but as the swift Shigar was not wide, their 
prayers soon ceased to alarm us. I began to watch for 
ibex on the slopes above till my eyes closed and I slept 
soundly. When I awoke, the sun had gone and a stiff 
breeze from the north was blowing clouds of dust up- 
stream. The high wind worried us, as we knew the 
boatmen might refuse to cross the Indus while it was 
blowing, but cigarettes encouraged them, and by 2.30 
we were creeping along the sandbars at the mouth of 
the Shigar, ready for the wild race across the Indus. A 
moment later and we were again booming downstream 
in the clutch of the great river, while our “zokmen” 
encouraged one another with shouts and guttural 
grunts. Headway was hard to make. For a time it 
looked as if we were in for a long sail downstream, but 
a rest on a sandbar so helped the men that, with the 
“cabin class” cheering loudly, the zok finally scraped 
against the gravel of the south bank only two and a 
half miles down river from Skardu. 

We paid the happy boatmen and went immediately 
to the Tehsildar’s house, where several score shoes 
about the door informed us that he must be holding 
court. Past this maze of pointed brogans we were 
ushered to the inner sanctum where the Wazir and the 
Tehsildar sat in two throne-like chairs. They im- 
mediately adjourned the meeting and invited us to the 
Wazir’s garden, where we soon found ourselves sipping 
tea, eating an onion omelet and relating our sad story. 
No officials of any country could have been more kind. 
The Tehsildar offered to go with us himself to put 
things right, and when we would not hear of that he 
arranged for a chuprassi (a sort of captain of police) to 
go with us. 

Once our business w?is settled, we begem discussing 
pleasanter things, and the Wazir told us how he had 
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been holding an oral examination for the position of 
tax collector when we came in. His system was to ask a 
riddle or tell a story requiring a solution. Then, like 
Haroun-al-Raschid, he would immediately appoint 
the man who gave the cleverest solution to the catch 
problems. At least in one part of the world it seems 
that political appointments are unknown ! 

One story of the Wazir fascinated me. He told how 
the Baltis of this area actually manufacture artificial 
glaciers. Artificial teeth and flowers and wood and ice, 
we have aU seen, but as far as I know even Hollywood 
has never made artificial glaciers. The Wtizir went on 
to explain that ice streams are the life blood of Balti- 
stan. Without water in this barren country there can be 
no life, and as glaciers feed streams throughout the dry 
season a new glacier must be built before a new village 
can be started. The last artificial glacier, according to 
our host, was made about thirty-five years ago by the 
grandfather of the present Rajah and is still flourishing 
some thirty miles from Skardu. 

Glacier building follows an ancient formula. Ice is 
first carefuUy taken from male and female glaciers. 
(The sex is determined by the character of the melt 
water, but how, the Baltis would not tell us. When we 
asked about it they only laughed.) It is carried by 
coolies who may not speak a word throughout the 
whole operation. It is then deposited in a high valley 
where a glacier could easily exist were it once started. 
Many invocations are made while a vast number of ice 
blocks are assembled and covered with charcoal and 
thorn bushes, which in turn are hidden by numerous 
goatskins of water. The water keeps things cool before 
the thorns prick the skins and let the water drip 
slowly through the charcoal to the ice. 

This water, freezing in the cool fall nights, helps the 
glacier to survive, while in the winter snow packing in 
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around the ice helps it to expand. Baltis carry snow to 
the glacier for the next twenty years to help it along, 
till finally the ice river is firmly established. At the end 
of this lime the Baltis have another stream for irrigating 
purposes and another village can be begun. Whether 
this is the true process or not I do not know, but the 
two Hindus certainly believed it and they pointed out 
to us men who had helped build “the last artificial 
glacier.” 

As we sat in the garden with punkah men fanning 
us, the Wazir apologized that the high tea was not 
more elaborate. The Mohammedan Rajah of Skardu 
had asked the Hindu Wazir to dinner on this evening, 
and the Wazir had already sent his best cook to the 
Rajah’s to prepare Hindu food. Of course a Hindu can- 
not eat Mohammedan food, and vice versa. We were 
asked to join the party but declined the honour. I was 
glad we did, for the Captain informed me secretly that 
the Rajah’s cook was famous for food so hot that it 
would make the Wazir’s sauces of a few evenings 
before seem like ice water. 

Next morning the chuprassi, a stocky chap originally 
from Hunza in Turkistan, woke us and showed us a 
note from the Tehsildar ordering the Yuno men to go 
with us. He said that ringleaders of the strike were to 
be sent to court at Shigar for trial and punishment. 

Then for a second time we left the resthouse and 
once more crossed the Indus in “Alexander’s barge.” 
This time ponies carried us over the hot, sandy miles 
to Shigar, which we reached five hours later. There the 
Munshi’s son again met us, seated us at the handsome 
tablecloth in the richly carpeted room, and feasted us 
with ten cups apiece of cinnamon tea and delicious 
sticky cakes. 

Refreshed and with greatly stimulated morale, we 
changed horses and pushed on towards Yuno, i8 miles 
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away. It was sizzling hot. We watched the magpies 
along the trail, stripped occasional half-ripe mulberries 
off th^ trees, and damned all Balti ponies and wooden 
saddles a good many times before we saw Houston in 
the distance. 

Soon cups of dark tea were soothing away the hot 
miles behind us, and afterwards we celebrated House’s 
birthday with a pilau of the very finest. Then, over a 
small bottle of mm (donated in Pittsburgh and care- 
fully smuggled in from Srinagar), we toasted the ex- 
president of the Yale Mountaineering Club and our 
mountain, before starting to compare notes for the 
past two days. 

While the Captain and I had been down river, the 
others had discussed sending a two-man or three-man 
party on towards Ka, but in the end it had been 
decided that the two or three days gained would not 
compensate for splitting the party at such an uncertain 
period. The time was spent, therefore, in putting draw- 
strings in the Meade tents, sewing, checking over the 
supplies and, most important of aU, giving the Sherpas 
a course in the proper use of the rope. Later on, this 
two days spent with the Sherpas paid high dividends, 
for their belaying and general rope handling on the 
mountain were steady and reliable. 

Again there was difficulty about the coolies when we 
sought to leave Yuno. Though the chuprassi was very 
efficient, he could locate only forty-four, and we finally 
decided to leave him, Ghaffar Sheikh, and twenty-four 
loads behind. The chuprassi said he had sent a zok 
across the river to the village there and would have 
men soon, but “soon” is an indefinite adverb in Balti- 
stan so we decided not to wait. 

The coolies went slowly at first, for they stopped to 
smoke and chat every few hundred yards, but when we 
came to stiff going they went well. Most of the men 
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were the same rogues who had blackmailed us three 
days before, but they had no hard feelings about the 
matter. Like most Asiatics caught lying, they took the 
attitude : “ I didn’t get away with it to-day, but maybe 
I’ll have better luck next time. The sahib will please 
to forget.” 

The trail cut along ledges high above the Braldu 
River, and about four o’clock we finished what the 
Captain claimed was a 500-foot climb. To us it seemed 
more like a 2,ooo-foot ascent before we finally crossed a 
wind-swept shoulder and descended to a shepherd’s 
hut near some ancient terraces. Here, 500 feet above 
the roaring Braldu, we found a spring, wood, and 
ground level enough to camp on. Though GhafFar 
Sheikh and the chuprassi had failed to overtake us, we 
pitched our tents confident that they would catch us 
soon. 

The march to Foljo, the next village, took most of 
us by surprise, for we climbed about 6,000 feet, all told. 
The trail continually led up and down round cliffs fall- 
ing sheer to the river. Some of the footing was precari- 
ous and in one place the barefoot coolies negotiated a 
slab that we dared not attempt in nailed boots, only 
friction keeping them on the cliff. As the trail con- 
tinued, we found ourselves at times picking our way 
along the river bank, at others scrambling up slabs of 
granite or resting gratefully on a sunny shoulder 2,000 
feet above the water. From one such place we could 
look ahead into a great hollow where the river had 
chiselled out of the rock a pocket three miles long and 
5,000 feet deep. 

It was pleasant to sit in the shade of a boulder and 
gaze ahead. A sweet smell of flowers was in the air and 
incredibly pointed peaks rose in the distance around 
us. Astonishing monoliths edged the track, putting to 
shame the famous Chamonix aiguilles. On one of these, 
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according to the local legend reported by Godwin- 
Austen, a pure white bird guards a lump of gold placed 
on a velvet cushion. Any object not to be found in the 
morning is supposed to have been stolen by this Pir 
and kept on the rock. Fortunately no bird visited us 
here, nor was anything “eaten”, as the Sherpas say 
when something mysteriously disappears. 

A long afternoon march took us to Foljo where the 
few huts and green fields high above the river made us 
think of Kipling’s Shamlegh. We saw no lady of Sham- 
legh, unfortunately, but a kindly lambardar did 
present us with a sack full of delicious apricot seeds, 
tasting very like tiny almonds. The lambardar was 
delighted to see us, as we were only the second group of 
white men to visit his village in twenty-five years. He 
immediately brought several villagers in need of medi- 
cal treatment, one of whom, suffering from an ad- 
vanced stage of trachoma, was his own brother. 

The sufferer was nearly blind and begged Houston 
to cut his eyelids off. Little daylight was left, so our 
doctor could not operate, but he ddd trim off the old 
man’s eyelashes and give him something to relieve the 
pain. The man’s friends crowded around, offering us 
bags of apricot seeds (a sort of local currency) to cure 
him, but we could only shake our heads. 

Houston’s clinic was increased after supper when he 
found that Petzoldt had a temperature of ioi°. Our 
expeditionary John Ridd had been carrying a heavy 
load and the exertion might have combined with a 
touch of sun to give him a fever. It did not seem 
serious, however, and he, like the rest of us, was greatly 
cheered by the arrival of Ghaffar Sheikh, the chuprassi, 
and twenty-four men. They had done well to catch us 
so soon. The old shikari was glad to join us and was 
further delighted that he had seen five ibex. Again and 
again he told us each individually, ‘Tbockus, sahib. 

H 
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Many ibockus.” Like most Kashmiri GhafFar Sheikh 
could not pronounce the letter x. 

On this part of the journey we felt much cheered by 
the loyalty of certain natives who had come with us as 
porters for many days. Two of them had come from 
Askole to Tolti to enlist. They were brothers called 
Sulim and Mussa. Sulim was a good-natured giant of a 
fellow with a perpetual grin, always happy and nearly 
always with flowers in his hat or over his ears. His 
amazing chest and breadth of shoulders, plus a short 
black beard and single gold ear-ring — a great rarity in 
Baltistan — made him look the perfect pirate; yet he 
was soft-hearted as a child. If he were allowed to, he 
would each evening do half the work of pitching the 
tents, and he would always go back from camp to 
carry in the loads of slow or tired coolies. Sulim was a 
fine chap, and though we could not understand his 
Balti jokes, at which he himself laughed uproariously, 
we did appreciate his humour and his kindness to 
everyone. Had it been any way possible we would have 
added Sulim to our permanent camp entourage. 

Mussa was also a good man, though lacking his 
brother’s nobler qualities ; shrewder in money matters, 
he made all business arrangements for the pair while 
Sulim did most of the work. These two men and eleven 
other carriers from Satpura, who had joined us at Gnl, 
were the backbone of our transport. We worried less 
about our Yuno coolies when we knew that the cheer- 
ful Satpura men were with them. In fact one of these 
chaps, named Hussein Ali, seemed so well bred that 
Houston insisted he must be a C.I.D. man in dis- 
guise. 

Before leaving Foljo we presented cigarettes to the 
kindly lambardar and dark glasses to the trachoma 
sufferer. Then, with the whole village watching us, we 
paraded out of town in the direction of Hoto. At first 
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a level stretch of going gave us hopes of an easy day, 
but soon a series of discouraging heights showed that 
the path would hardly be a level one. The climb be- 
came steeper and steeper, and as the sun bored into us 
a great thirst settled over the party. We found streams, 
but so much mica was suspended in them all that we 
dared not drink for fear of serious internal troubles. 
At the high point, Burdsall’s barometer registered 
11,400 feet, about the height of the Zoji La. 

More difficult was the 2,ooo-foot descent on the other 
side down a path of ladder-like steepness. We were 
threatened here by falling stones, for much of the slope 
was made up of rocks lying near the angle of repose, 
but the only ones that fell close to us were started by 
two foolish dzos who were grazing on the edge of a per- 
pendicular grass patch above. In several places land- 
slips had occurred which left smooth slabs of a most 
unpromising sort. Only friction holds could be used on 
these rock plates, which provided us with many in- 
teresting moments ; but the footing did not bother the 
coolies, who pranced gaily down with their 55-pound 
loads, quite putting to shame those of us who modestly 
imagined ourselves rock-climbers. 

After ten hours of fairly constant going we reached 
Hoto, 12 miles from Foljo. Not far from this town 
Sulim had stationed himself at a small stream and in- 
sisted on carrying us over on his back one by one. Our 
weight was nothing to this brawny fellow and we 
should have lost face among the coolies had we refused. 
Hoto is a small village only six easy miles from Askole, 
but as we had already had a rough day we decided not 
to push on till the morrow. One reason for this decision 
was Petzoldt’s illness. He had felt better in the morn- 
ing when we left Foljo, but the cruel trail had taken 
much of his strength and only grim determination car- 
ried him on. When he finally reached camp on sagging 
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legs, with faithful Kitar close behind, we found his 
temperature was 103°. 

Here was the most serious obstacle to the expedition 
so far. What had caused the fever we could not guess. 
It did not seem to be sunstroke or trouble caused by 
bad food. Weakness, a high fever that varied, and a 
severe pain in the back were the main symptoms. That 
evening we anxiously watched Houston treating the 
patient, seeking to learn if Petzoldt could possibly have 
pneumonia. I am ashamed to say I slept fairly well that 
night, while our doctor slept hardly at all. At repeated 
intervals he got up to see how Petzoldt was faring, for 
he had dosed him heavily with aspirin to break up the 
fever. Paul sweated all night and in the morning said 
he felt much better. Although his temperature was still 
fairly high, he insisted on pushing on to Askole where 
he could be more comfortable, and Houston somewhat 
reluctantly let him go. 

About a mile from Hoto hung the only rope bridge 
we should pass on the trip to the mountain. We had 
seen others, but were thankful that we had not needed 
to cross them, for the Captain told us how one such 
bridge had overturned when two expedition members 
leaned on the same hand-rail at the same time. They 
had been rescued only after hanging for several 
minutes to a single cable high above the stream. Per- 
haps this explains why a member of another expedition 
is said to have refused to cross any rope bridge unless 
blindfolded and carried over by coolies ! We were not 
yet in this condition, but we approached respectfully 
the three sagging cables, made of twisted willow twigs, 
which spanned the 20o-foot gorge. No wonder the 
rope creaked like an abused wicker chair, for it had been 
made on the spot from local pollarded willows, twisted 
into thin strands before being braided (in groups of 
fifteen to thirty) into the cables themselves. These three 
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main supports — one for the feet and one for each hand 
— were joined at intervals by lighter lines, and in places 
sticks were jammed between the two hand-rails so that 
pressure would not force them together and eliminate 
room to walk between. These sticks seemed to bother 
the coolies not at all, for many natives practically raced 
across the bridge, but with us it was a slightly different 
story. 

As we one by one stepped gingerly on to the central 
cable, which appeared brittle and cracking with age, 
we thought of the Balti maxim, “No rope bridge 
should be repaired until it is broken,” and groaned in- 
wardly. Slowly we paced along the six-inch width of 
the middle rope, holding to the sharp surfaces of the 
twin hand-rails. Below our feet, which we watched in- 
tently, we were well aware that a turbulent mountain 
torrent was swirling. At every step the rope contrap- 
tion squeaked a protest and tremors bounded along 
the foot cable. The sticks between the hand-rails were 
perhaps the jolliest part of all. Just as one of us would 
get his left foot higher than his hands in order to clear 
the obstruction, the foot support would start bouncing 
up and down and swaying from side to side while the 
water spun dizzily below. 

Once in the centre of the bridge, one felt tmcom- 
monly close to the water, for the cold air rising from 
the racing stream was chilling. From the middle on- 
wards a steady climb took one to the ring of grinning, 
encouraging native faces at the other end, where one 
could step off the straight and narrow trail with all the 
enthusiasm of a football player breaking training. Paul 
crossed easily despite his illness, and our only casualty 
came when the wind blew off the ancient hat of a 
coolie. We paid for a new hat on the spot, happy that 
we would not need to pass a rope bridge again for 
many weeks. 
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Sulim and the chuprassi had by now herded the last 
weak-kneed Yuno man across the strands, and the road 
to Askole lay clear before us. House and I forged ahead 
past some old sulphur spring deposits that reminded us 
of Yellowstone Park. Two live sulphur springs were 
near by, though out of sight. We missed these, and 
while we were basking on a sunny rock overlooking 
the outskirts of Askole, the others found the springs 
and spent a delightful hour soaking in them. Before en- 
tering the water, they had been forced to eject Ghaffar 
Sheikh from one pool and fifteen coolies from the other, 
but this in no way detracted from their enjoyment. 
Their first shouts when they reached us were, “Un- 
clean! Unclean!” as they pointed at us with scornful 
fingers. They, on the other hand, we were informed, 
were now pure as driven snow and entirely free of lice 
and fleas. 

Pure and impure, we entered Askole together. It is 
a small village of mud huts, with tiny goats, green ter- 
races high above the river, and beautiful surrounding 
peaks. The lambardar of the village and the local zail- 
dar (a government tax collector) came forth to meet us 
and welcomed us to a compound where we were set off 
from the rest of society by a circle of low stone walls 
topped by thorn bushes. Our fame, however, had 
spread before us, for, long before the tents could be set 
up, a circle of staring faces appraised our every move. 
It was exactly as if a circus had suddenly come to town 
and everyone had turned out to see the fun. The show 
started when the Sherpas began setting up our tents 
and getting tea. By the time Petzoldt had entered his 
sleeping bag, the circle was three deep or more, and 
the Captain began to put on a real performance. 

Streatfeild I fear would never be happy as ruler of a 
native state, for in all his trips to Baltistan — and I 
believe he knows the country better than any other 
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white man — he has never grown accustomed to 
audiences of 50 — 200 whenever he sits down for a bite 
to eat. Long before he is half through his first cup of 
tea, a savage gleam comes into his eye and he springs 
from his duffel bag shouting : “ Go away, you silly fools. 
Why do you need to watch all the while? Hit that man, 
Ghaffar Sheikh. No, throw water on him. Frightful 
manners, these people. J^ikeljao, nikeljao!” 

This was the part of the show the people liked best. 
Squeals of joy would come as we pretended to throw 
stones at the natives, and loud yells of delight when an 
unfortunate one of their number was splashed with 
water — something that every good Balti abhors to take 
externally. Time and again the circle would come 
closer, and at odd intervals throughout the afternoon 
the Captain would loudly raise his voice in additional 
attempts to teach the Baltis manners. 

A few of the waiting people were in need of medical 
attention and they were placed aside to be looked at by 
Houston later in the afternoon, but first there was 
much to do. Petzoldt’s temperature was up again, so, 
after making him comfortable, Houston had a con- 
ference with Ahdoo about soups and eggs and simple 
things for the sick man’s table. Meanwhile the rest of 
us, with Streatfeild and treasurer Binrdsall at the helm, 
were paying off the Yimo cooHes. This part of the show 
thrilled Askole, and only the valiant efforts of our 
Sherpa boys with their ropes and ice axes and pails of 
water kept the crowd from stampeding in on us. The 
next job was even worse, for we now needed to secure 
men to go with us from Askole to the mountain. 

The moment the Captain told the lambardar we 
were ready to hire the men, 300 yelling natives burst 
enthusiastically into the compound. Some came over 
the thom-topped walls and others knocked down 
stones so that in no time at all a maelstrom of humanity 
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was seething through the camp. The Sherpas and our 
Satpura boys behaved manfully, and with sticks, ice 
axes and ropes we chased the job hunters into some 
semblance of order. 

Finally fifty loads were given out and the rest of the 
crowd was driven away, for the tents, kitchen and 
other loads could not be issued till morning. The good- 
humoured but jostling crowd outside the walls kept re- 
turning and returning, while the Sherpas, armed with 
sticks and pails of water, protected the camp. Even- 
tually, quiet came; Houston looked over the sick 
Baltis and cared for Petzoldt; we had a late supper 
and turned in. 

Next morning Paul’s temperature was 104.4°, so we 
spent the day in Askole arranging to break our group 
into two parts. Houston and Petzoldt were to stay 
behind while the other four went on to the mountain. 
It was all very hard on both men, but especially on 
Houston, who had lived this expedition for six months 
past. We had no idea what Petzoldt’s strange malady 
could be, or when he would recover. It might be a 
severe chill, or the strange tropical fever that Tilman 
had on the Shaksgam Expedition a year before. 

With these thoughts oppressing our spirits, the day 
rolled slowly on. Burdsall carefully checked over the 
accounts and money on hand, while House and I 
separated the food going with us from that staying with 
Houston. Later we slipped away from the compound 
and bathed luxuriously in a mountain stream, return- 
ing to find the Captain still talking with the lambar- 
dar, the zaildar and Ghaffar Sheikh about the amount 
of atta for the coolies and other details of the transport. 
Eggs cost 8 cents a dozen, and Streatfeild had found a 
man with a huge wicker basket packed with straw 
who would carry twenty dozen to the Base Camp 
for us. 
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Houston meanwhile was tremendously busy. As soon 
as he would finish temporarily with Petzoldt, he would 
go out to his clinic where GhafFar Sheikh would have 
the lame, the halt and the blind neatly arrayed on the 
grass. The people were of all shapes and ages, and 
many of them were tearfully thankful for Houston’s 
treatment. Cases of goitre were fairly common, as they 
had been since Skardu. Numbers of our coolies since 
we left the Indus had had huge bunches at the neck, 
though their physical strength seemed unimpaired by 
the deformity; little boys and old men alike were 
marred by this lack of iodine, and we saw several 
cretins. 

The sufferers in Houston’s clinic had a vast assort- 
ment of iUs, but luckily he found no cholera, the dread 
disease that had so hampered Guillarmod’s expedition 
at Askole. The ward procedure went something like 
this: Charlie would say to Ghaffar Sheikh, “What’s 
wrong with this man? ” 

The shikari would say, “He has pain in stomach, 
sahib.” 

“How long has he had it?” 

“He says fifteen years.” 

“Give him this.” 

Charlie would give aspirin or bicarbonate of soda or 
some other simple remedy, which would at least have 
a psychological effect, and then go on to the next 
patient. Some said they had had a bad cough for many 
years or headaches for a quarter centuiy, and all asked 
cheerfully for a magic pill to make them instan- 
taneously well. 

Charlie did not brand his patients with a red-hot 
wire as the village doctor did or make them swallow 
charms or pay heavy fees, so he was easily the most 
popular man in town. Trachoma and blindness, swol- 
len hands, bruised feet and backs — almost every sort of 
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ailment was there, but his most remarkable cure was 
made on a woman whom he never saw. To look at a 
group of patients in Baltistan one would suppose Balti 
women never are ill. Of course this is because of 
Mohammedan prejudice about showing a woman to 
any man, even a doctor. Men would come up and say ; 
“My wife has pains here and trouble here. What shall 
I do?” And on these vague symptoms the doctor was 
supposed to base his cure. 

In this particular case a man told about his 
daughter’s trouble. From the description it sounded as 
if she were suffering from lack of calcium and might be 
helped if she could get some. Just then Houston’s eye 
fell on an enormous can of tooth powder, which one of 
Petzoldt’s cowboy friends had presented to him before 
he left Wyoming. It was full of calcium and perhaps 
just the thing. Hurriedly Houston poured out half the 
contents into an envelope and gave the man the 
bulging packet with specific details as to its use. Then 
he promptly forgot about it. Many weeks later, how- 
ever, when a battered corps of expeditionaries were 
returning to Askole, this same man was there to meet 
us. Fortunately his daughter had not died — ^the thought 
which immediately entered our heads. Instead she had 
somehow been cured and was now well and happy. 
Her father was profoundly grateful, and as a result 
some day a surprised salesman will probably sell out 
his whole supply of tooth powder to the happy vil- 
lagers of Askole. 

Last-minute preparations were made in the evening, 
and heads were shaken when Houston reported the 
bad news that Petzoldt’s temperature had “spiked 
right up to 104.6° again.” Next morning the big fel- 
low was slightly better and could even joke with us 
when we came in to say good-bye. Then, after giving 
him a cheery word apiece, we marched out through 
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the streets of the last village we should see in many 
days. GhafFar Sheikh, who spoke Balti, was to stay 
behind with the others, but, like the chuprassi and 
Houston, he escorted us to the edge of town. There, 
near the two crude stone forts which the Askole people 
built 100 years ago to protect themselves from raids of 
the Hunza bandits, we left Houston and began the last 
60 miles of our long journey from New York to the 
slopes of K2. We had no way of knowing whether 
Houston and Petzoldt would ever traverse those last 
miles to the mountain. 
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Chapter VIII K2 at Last 

T H E two ruined forts we had just passed reminded 
us that we were now going into even less civilized 
country. Less than a century ago raiders from Chinese 
Turkistan had swept over the icy Muztagh Pass to 
pillage Askole and carry back loot and prisoners to the 
other side of the Karakoram. As a matter of fact these 
formidable raids were only ended by an English mili- 
tary expedition which conquered Hunza and Narag 
and annexed them to Kashmir. 
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To reach Askole these amazing marauders traversed 
the Hispar Glacier, crossed the pass, and descended 
the Biafo, covering sixty-five miles of ice on the way. The 
last raid, according to Godwin-Austen, came in the 
autumn of 1840, when 600 — 800 robbers seized rich 
booty and returned with it towards Hunza. On the 
way, unseasonable storms swept down on the pirates 
as they laboured over the ice fields, and all but the 
leader perished. 

Now no longer do Askole mothers tremble at the 
thought of robbers from the north-east, for ice has 
closed the pass. To-day the trail eastwards from Askole 
is only a trace worn by sheep and goats that are 
brought in the summer time to fatten on the slopes at 
Paiju or Urdukas. 

Before us, through the walls of a natural gateway of 
crude, polished marble, soon appeared the Biafo 
Glacier, where our only American predecessors, Dr 
and Mrs Bullock- Workman, had carried out their 
splendid survey work and glacier studies. Legend has it 
that the Biafo at one time pushed across the Braldu 
River and formed a great lake ; when the dam broke, 
the resulting floods swept away a whole village and 
carried its mosque all the way down to the Shigar 
Valley. Here the mosque was rescued, taken apart and 
rebuilt. It was still standing for Godwin-Austen to see 
in 1861. 

The Biafo in 1938 was far from the banks of the 
Braldu. Between it and the river lay a delta of sand 
and boulders on which grew wizened patches of dwarf 
juniper and wormwood. We did not choose the best 
route, however, and tried to cross the two-mile stretch 
of detritus-covered ice rather than follow the longer 
route along the delta. Ahead of us lay the great Paiju 
Peaks, looking for all the world like the sharp, un- 
earthly mountains in some Maxfield Parrish illustra- 
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tion. High summits were in view all around as we 
paused in the shade of a huge boulder the shepherds 
call Korophon, to eat lunch and marvel at the summit 
cap of Mango Gusor (20,600 feet) across the valley. 

In the afternoon we made a sensational traverse along 
a steep wall whose base was washed by the brawling 
stream. The Captain, House and I all took different 
routes across the cliff, and all sweated great drops 
before we arrived safely at the other side ; but what was 
our intense disgust shortly afterwards to watch the 
coolies wade around the foot of the cliff in murky water 
only two feet deep ! Beyond this point we forded many 
minor streams and then the two main parts of the 
Dumordo River. Though the water was very swift, we 
saved a three-mile detour upstream to a rope bridge 
by forcing a way across. Here, on a terrace called Gur- 
rah, we camped with our bacl^ to the Punmah Valley, 
which leads in turn to the New Muztagh Pass — one 
that no white man has yet been able to cross. 

We had difficixlties nearer than the Punmah Valley 
to worry about, for the whole troop of coolies de- 
manded I rupee 4 annas a day, claiming that such 
was the amount they had been promised by the zaildar. 
The rogues had also brought an additional seven men 
to carry their atta (which we had paid for), and it soon 
became evident that the zaildar had dispensed patron- 
age only where it was profitable to him. We insisted 
that the men stand by the agreement we had made 
with the official. They refused, and the afternoon was 
filled with wrangling and shouting till supper time. We 
had two alternatives ; to pay the very excessive charge 
or dismiss all the natives but seventeen loyal men and 
relay loads on to the mountain. As our treasury, like 
our temper, was almost exhausted, we discussed far 
into the night our immediate problem and the gloomy 
days that had befallen the expedition. Meanwlidle the 

I 
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brushwood fires flared brightly in the darkness around 
us, illuminating the circles of Baltis in violent conver- 
sation. 

We were up early to drink our tea made firom river 
water, which was so full of sediment that the beverage 
tasted gritty and looked like pea soup. Almost at once 
we were met by a delegation of natives who told us they 
would have their pay and their ropes and go home. 
The Captain said they would get neither their ropes 
nor their pay and could go to a far hotter place. At 
this they rushed angrily away out of sight, pretending 
to go home; but they did not. An hour later, while 
House and I sat gloomily over a chessboard, the men 
returned and agreed to a compromise. Much time, 
however, had been lost by the wrangling, so we made 
only five irdles before it was necessary for us to camp. 

A few pug marks of snow leopards and a bear were 
etched in the mud of the trail as we continued on across 
a level tableland towards Paiju and the Baltoro 
Glacier. Along parts of the route the path disappeared 
under hardened clay, traces of the mammoth mud ava- 
lanches which in wet weather slide down on startled 
natives in several parts of Baltistan. Now the surface 
fortunately was firm and we could raise our eyes to ad- 
mire the amazing spires and pinnacles that soared like 
old-time Alpine prints about us ; so pointed were some 
of these Paiju summits that even an artist would have 
hesitated to grace their pinnacles with the traditional 
chamois. Once, as we rounded a bend in the river, we 
were greatly thrilled to see a few miles before us the 
grey back of the Baltoro Glacier, looking hke a huge 
reptile, and, many miles beyond, the bulk of a giant 
peak outlined against the horizon. Perhaps it was 
K2! 

Paiju is the last little island of vegetation to cling to 
the bare valley walls before the traveller crosses the final 
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spur and feels the cold breath from the Baltoro. Here 
Baltis are said formerly to have washed for gold 
brought down in the granites of Masherbrum, but no 
trace of workings exists now. Beyond this tiny coppice 
lay the dismal, boulder-strewn surface of the Baltoro, 
which strangely enough has no terminal moraine. A 
lateral moraine on the north side of the ice provides a 
convenient stairway to the glacier proper, and up this 
we were soon toiling over mounds and ridges of loose 
debris. For us the uncertain footing wtis little more 
than irritating, but for our coolies, with straw or goat- 
skin moccasins, the passage was severe. Their pace was 
slow as they wound single file behind Rose Ali, a Balti 
specialist in glacier travel. Each native carried a coolie 
crutch, a sort of crude wooden ice axe, good for rudi- 
mentary step-cutting and for resting loads. 

Leaving the north side of the ice to avoid serats 
caused by the influx of the Uli Biafo Glacier, we zig- 
zagged diagonally across to the glacial trough at the 
southern edge of the ice where our boot nails grated 
on solid footing for the first time in many hours. Here 
we passed the curved horns of three dead ibexes that 
had been killed by snow leopards or winter avalanches. 
An air of death and decay hung over this part of the 
glacier. No birds or flowers brightened the dismal gulch 
at the edge of the ice, even when we came to a dried- 
up lake bed between steep ribs of moraine and cliffs 
of glacial drift where we were to camp. Boulders as big 
as automobiles hung threateningly from the crumbly 
tm, while continuously firom some part of the glacier 
came the rattle of small pebbles or the slither, slither, 
plunk of a large stone sliding off into a glacial pool. 
The Baltoro must have seemed to the Baltis a malevo- 
lent monster awaiting the precise moment to strike, 
for it was clear they had no love for it. They crouched 
as far from the ice as possible and shifted uneasily when 
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solitary rocks slid suddenly off a ridge as if pushed by 
an unseen hand. 

While the coolies were huddling in tiny groups over 
fires of wormwood to cook their chupattis (made by 
wrapping unleavened dough around heated stones and 
baking them in the fire), we were admiring the vertical 
walls of the Trango Towers across from us. Certainly 
nowhere in North America or Europe can one see such 
thousands of feet of smooth, sheer walls capped by pin- 
nacles of rock. Some of these great rock fortresses are 
so well defended by bastions at every angle that even 
the most ardent rock-climber trembles before them. 
Beyond these castellated ramparts project still other 
fangs of stone, while farther off rear snow-splashed 
summits of even higher peaks. 

We had come up vertically about i,ooo feet since 
leaving the foot of the glacier, so we reckoned our ele- 
vation at about 12,000. Still the altitude did not bother 
us. Nor were we troubled when we moved on to a 
second camp at Urdukas (13,200) where we camped on 
grass for the last time. This is a dehghtful camping 
place. In the midst of some of the mightiest peaks in 
the world rises a grass slope sprinkled with flowers 
where the Baltis sometimes drive their flocks in times 
of drought. Here we heard the call of the ram chikor 
(the giant partridge) and saw the blue stars of the 
primula and the blossoms of saxifrage and potentilla. 
An ancient avalanche has spattered this slope with 
giant boulders thirty feet high, which lend it the atmo- 
sphere of another Stonehenge. Near the base of the 
largest stone, a clear spring breaks from the grass 
within a rope’s length of the flattened ground where 
the Duke of Spoleto pitched his tents for three months 
while carrying on his elaborate survey in 1929. 

While we were lazing in the grass of this delightful 
oasis, and looking for ibex (whose sign was everywhere) 
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the greatest surprise of the expedition took place before 
our eyes. Pasang suddenly shouted from the slopes 
above camp, “ Sahibs, sahibs, look see! ” 

Our gaze followed the line of his outstretched finger 
to the great hills of moraine that litter the central por- 
tion of the Baltoro, and there among the boulders we 
saw something red moving. Black dots were visible too 
against the sky and in a second BurdsaU had his fine 
binoculars fixed on the spot. 

“Why, it’s Paul!” he shouted. “Paul and Charlie! 
How in the world did they do it? ” 

That was the question we asked ourselves as we hur- 
ried excitedly across the glacier to meet them. Petzoldt’s 
flaming plaid shirt was a fine beacon to aim for and in 
a few minutes we were standing beside them. Petzoldt, 
though his shirt hung a trifle loosely and his face was 
somewhat wan, looked surprisingly strong for a man 
who fomr days before had been seriously iU at Askole 
— ^thirty-five miles away. 

“Charlie fixed me up,” he smd simply. “How is the 
food holding out? ” 

A few minutes later, sprawled on food boxes, we had 
immediate evidence that Petzoldt was himself again, 
for after three pint mugs of tea and xmtold quantities 
of crackers and cheese, the big fellow said he hoped 
we were going to have a really large pilau for supper. 
And then, as Charlie winked at us, he went on to 
describe how his sickness had probably been caused 
by not eating enough. At least that was the only 
reason he could think of, so he vowed to eat really 
hearty meals in the future and never become ill 
again. 

Though we had been separated for only a few days, 
it had seemed far longer, and we had many plans to 
discuss that evening as the shadows crept up the steep 
walls of the Trango Towers across the glacier. Again 
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we could plot a six-man reconnaissance and plan which 
ridge should be investigated first. At every mention of 
Ka our excitement increased, as we longed for a first 
sight of our mountain. Meanwhile the Baltis were hke- 
wise chattering eagerly while they passed a primitive 
narghile (water pipe) around the circle. Others, less 
fortunate, had to make their pipe, which they skil- 
fully did by burying a bent twig in soft earth. A small 
hole, roughly shaped like a pipe bowl, was dug, and 
then the twig was tunnelled through the adjacent six 
inches of soil till it emerged in the bowl. After this the 
stick was carefully removed, rank native tobacco was 
placed in the hole and lighted, and the coolies took 
turns at inhaling smoke through the tunnel. 

Long after we had gone to our sleeping bags the 
cooKes were still talking, but lack of sleep did not pre- 
vent them from starting off cheerfully up the glacier 
as soon as it was light. We left almost at their heels, for 
we were eager both to get well up the Baltoro this day 
and to see the great bulk of Masherbrum (25,650 feet) 
before the threatening clouds could draw a curtain 
over it. Unfortunately only the lower half of Masher- 
brum was visible when we paused four miles from its 
base to wonder how James Waller and his partners 
were faring in their attempt to climb it from the south. 
They were the only other expedition in the Karakoram 
this year, and we regretted we knew so little about their 
plans. The fact that they had probably established their 
base camp three weeks before, while we had not yet 
even sighted our mountain, made us chafe again at our 
annoyingly slow progress. 

Beyond this point we began to glimpse the magni- 
ficent solitary ice pinnacles for which the Baltoro is 
famous. These amazing glacial freaks are duplicated 
on no other glacier, as far as I know, and even their 
origin is disputed. The ice blocks, 50 — 150 feet high. 
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are so pointed it is impossible to climb them; they 
seem to grow right out of the glacial ice and their sides 
shine in the sunlight. How they are formed we could 
not tell. They do not seem to be melted seracs, fallen 
from above, but appear to have been thrust up by 
pressures and strains on the surface, later weathering 
into their present shapes. In any case, to the traveller 
advancing up the glacier they look like the sails of a 
vast armada as it drifts slowly along a channel. 

We were still within view of these ghost-like figures 
when, for the Baltis’ sake, we decided to camp. Fine 
rain, driven by a raw wind, bit into the faces of the 
poor wretches, some of whom had worn out their san- 
dals and were walking barefoot in the snow. Accord- 
ingly we put up the tents on a wet patch of shale across 
from the obscured Muztagh Tower and gave the 
Baltis our extra tarpaulins and rain-capes. The poor 
carriers were blue with cold, but they soon had their 
pipes gomg and seemed happy. 

In the morning we found they had pulled off all 
their clothes, put some above and some below them, 
and slept in a big pile between. Bodily heat must have 
kept them warm, and as a Balti cannot have a sensitive 
nose, I suppose they were fairly comfortable. At least 
they started off so quickly in the grey dawn that they 
soon had a good lead on us. All day we zigzagged 
through crevasses and clattered along poised piles of 
debris where a footstep would send stone after stone 
rattling downwards. Again the weather was cloudy, 
and though we were being robbed of some of the 
world’s finest mountain scenery, we enjoyed the cool- 
ness the clouds gave. In the afternoon the famous 
Mitre Peak beckoned us on, and despite the slowing 
effects of altitude we managed to get nearly to the 
Godwin-Austen Glacier before dark. 

Now we were camped in the very heart of the Kara- 
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koram, only a long march from the towering south 
wall of Ka. Behind us, Masherbrum and the Muztagh 
Tower stood swathed in cloud, while almost alongside 
jutted the upthrust wedge of The Mitre (18,930). At 
the end of the Baltoro rose the vast bulk of the four 
Gasherbrums — aU of them over 26,000 feet! One of 
these, better known as Hidden Peak, was in 1936 the 
object of the first French Expedition to the Himalayas. 
Farther to the left we could see part of the bold 
southern ramparts of Broad Peak, another 26,400-foot 
giant. The rumble of falling stones came from this 
direction, as it did firom Marble Peak, a lower, fantas- 
tically blended mass of black schist and white marble 
which forms the corner between the Godwin-Austen 
and Baltoro Glaciers. 

We were now at Concordia Amphitheatre, 15,000 
feet above sea level, so it was no wonder that many 
coolies complained of headaches. Most of them were 
not seriously ill, however, for we found that when 
Charlie gave a man aspirin to cure his headache, the 
Balti promptly turned his back, spat out the tablet, 
and put it carefully away for use when he would be 
really ill. We had previously provided cheap glasses 
for the carriers, and this prevented an epidemic of snow 
blindness or sore eyes, such as had hampered earlier 
expeditions. 

On the 1 2 th of June — one month to the day after 
leaving Srinagar — ^we swung slowly away from the Bal- 
toro Glacier and on to the surface of the Godwin- 
Austen. Before us the valley was dark with sullen 
clouds, but directly ahead of us a rift in the vapour 
suddenly disclosed, not ten miles away, though high in 
the air, the glittering apex of a ghostly summit. It was 
like something from another world, something ethereal 
seen in a dream. For a few stunned moments we stared 
at the peak we had come so far to see ; then it was gone. 
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The glacier stretched ahead for miles into a void of 
blank, swirling mist. 

Part way up the glacier Houston and I reduced our 
loads, left the others to encourage the porters, and 
swung ahead to find a suitable place for our Base 
Camp. We were now higher than the highest moun- 
tain in Europe, and as we pushed ahead to get a lead 
on the natives, I for the first time began to have a 
mild headache and a slightly imcomfortable feeling. 
Houston seemed less affected. He ploughed through 
soggy patches of winter snow like a Bactrian camel and 
was soon 100 yards ahead of me. 

We joined at the height of land where a desolate 
waste of glacier, like a shell-tom no man’s land, 
stretched mistily before us. Houston went one way, I 
the other, as we searched for a suitable camp site. 
Minutes later, as panting Sulim led the host of coolies 
over the last rise, we selected a hollow in the moraine 
and shouted to the carriers to pile the loads there. This 
debris-strewn depression was close to the south wall of 
K2, it was somewhat sheltered from the wind, and it 
was safe from avalanches. For the time being we could 
ask no more. 

The coolies refused to go another step and demanded 
their pay at once, for they wanted to get well down 
the glacier before nightfall. Then came frenzied count- 
ing out of I- and 2 -anna pieces and the usual pleas for 
more baksheesh. We gave no tips to the labour agita- 
tors, and told them why, but presented money, 
cigarettes and matches to Sulim and Mussa and the 
Satpura boys who had worked so well. The faithful 
ones thanked us respectfully, asked once more if they 
could stay to work for us, and then after many salaams 
struck out towards the lower glacier. 

Base Gamp had been reached! No rivers or labour 
troubles could stop us now, for under Captain Streat- 
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feild’s guidance we had reached our mountain without 
mishap or serious delay. That night as the chill of the 
glacier worked up through the Logan tent where we 
were eating, our enthusiasm rose. We could not tell 
what lay ahead. But at last we had come to grips with 
the mountain we had travelled half-way round the 
world to find. 
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Chapter IX Preliminary Reconnaissance 

B ase gamp as it slowly took shape June 12 
and 13, stood for more than a position from which 
to make sorties on K2. It marked the completion of 
the month’s march from Srinagar as a job well done. 
All the planning of the early days of die expedition in 
America had proved sound, every load had come 
through safely, our party of six climbers and six 
Sherpa porters were in good health, and the realiza- 
tion of obstacles successfully surmounted gave us 
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confidence in ourselves as a group. With that behind, 
the far more serious obstacles that faced us on the 
reconnaissance were not discouraging. We looked for- 
ward to it as a challenge against which we could pit 
our whole strength and feel that it was being expended 
in a worthwhile manner. 

The circumstances attending our first day in camp 
made an exciting introduction to the beginning of the 
recoimaissance. From the cluster of tents in the little 
hollow between the ridges of the Godwin-Austen 
Glacier we could look up at the cloud-dimmed lower 
wall of K2 rising only a few hundred yards away. The 
summit still remained completely hidden as did the 
upper slopes of all the great mountains that encircled 
us. We were well aware of what lay above, having 
memorized photographs taken by earlier expeditions, 
and knew what form the mountains took above the 
clouds. To lend reality, rumbhngs at intervals re- 
minded us that avalanches were falling from the upper 
slopes to the glacier. Some of these seemed to come 
from immediately above camp although they did not 
spread far out on the ice. Nevertheless it was some 
time before their thunder came to be accepted as a 
part of camp Kfe and we ceased to feel alarm. 

We had little time that first day to think of what 
lay about us hidden in clouds, for camp had to be put 
in order so that exploratory work could begin im- 
mediately. The ever-busy Sherpas cunningly relaid 
the rock floors beneath the six Meade tents, joining 
them with smooth paths of rock to prepare against the 
ravages of hot days later on. Others constructed a 
dining shelter of rock, roofed with tarpauhns, where 
we could assemble in comfort. Bates, with his usual 
solicitude for our food supplies, drafted several of the 
Sherpas and built a snug storehouse for our provisions. 
Made of boxes piled on their sides, forming an en- 
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closure roofed with canvas, it was a mysterious den 
into which he and Houston were wont to disappear 
with notebooks and pencils, to reappear solemnly 
hours later with fresh decrees affecting the commissary. 

We were glad to assemble in our new camp to go 
over plans ; not that these had not been discussed re- 
peatedly before, but now the finishing touches had to 
be applied and our first moves planned to accomplish 
the most possible. We had decided to place this camp 
near the juncture of the Savoia with the Godwin- 
Austen Glacier, because this position made the west, 
south and east sides of Ka readily accessible. 

To the west the Savoia Glacier curved out of sight 
around the western buttresses of the mountain to its 
source in the cirque below Savoia Pass. From this 
glacier two of the main ridges of the mountain could be 
reached — the north-west and the west. The first of 
these, rising from Savoia Pass, seemed to offer one of 
the best prospects of a route to the summit. Previous 
study of Sella’s excellent photographs, taken on the 
Duke of the Abruzzi’s expedition thirty years before, 
showed the strata to be sloping upward. This was most 
important, for although the angle of the ridge was uni- 
formly steep it meant that holds for climbing would be 
good and there would be abundant ledges for camp 
sites. 

Most encouraging of all, the rock ridge rose from the 
top of a pass at 22,000 feet. Between this pass and the 
Savoia Glacier were only 3,000 feet of snow slopes. The 
gmdes of the Duke had gained the pass without great 
effort, and if a well-stocked camp could be placed on 
it, only a little over 6,000 feet of steep rock would need to 
be climbed to the summit. Reaching such a high point 
with little difficult climbing would be a tremendous 
asset, as on most great Himalayan peaks troubles 
begin far below 22,000 feet. 
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One thing tempered our perhaps premature optim- 
ism — the report of the Duke’s guides. It was vague 
and indefinite and said nothing about the north-west 
ridge itself. It did conclude that there was “no hope” 
on this side of the mountain. Perhaps bad weather or 
the lateness of the hour when they reached the pass 
had been partly responsible. We could only hope so. At 
present it looked good to us. Of the other ridge rising 
from the Savoia Glacier we could tell little from photo- 
graphs, but closer examination of it could be had at 
the same time that we studied the north-west ridge. 

From the juncture of the Savoia and Godwin- Austen 
Glaciers immediately above Base Gamp rose a third 
ridge, beginning with The Angelus, a 22,330-foot 
minor peak, and continuing north-east towards the 
summit. Of this also we could tell little except that the 
rocks above the glacier were very steep, and as with 
the south-west ridge the Duke had not considered it 
worthy of description. 

Broken by the above three ridges was the west face 
of the mountain — ^photographs of which revealed great 
precipices almost devoid of snow and ice but subject 
to ice avalanches from the summit cone. 

To the east, up the Godwin-Austen Glacier, were 
two more ridges, photographs of which had long 
fascinated us. The south-east ridge, a huge rounded 
rocky shoulder ending on a hanging glacier 3,000 feet 
below the summit, had actually been attempted by the 
Duke. On it he had placed one camp. From this base 
his guides had reached about 20,000 feet, where they 
had turned back because of the increasing steepness 
and smoothness of the rock. This was not surprising, 
for the strata — ^in contrast with the north-west ridge — 
sloped down. Although the angle was not as steep as 
some of the other ridges, it was continuous without 
any let-up. 






PRELIMINARY RECONNAISSANCE I45 

Still farther east a spur of the north-east ridge joined 
the glacier. We considered this a possibility, although 
the Duke had not attempted it. Unlike the other ridges 
it was of ice and snow and apparently not very steep 
until it touched the summit cone. One thing made it a 
fearsome chance for a route — a mile-long knife edge 
at 22,000 feet. If this could be traversed safely it might 
offer a route to the summit, although a long and ex- 
posed one. The south and east faces, like the west, 
appeared to be too exposed to avalanches, but it looked 
as though their upper parts might if necessary be 
traversed safely. 

Of the one remaining side of the mountain we could 
only conjecture. The north face, cut off as it was from 
the Baltoro Glacier system by high passes, could not 
be reached by a party concentrating on the south side. 
Reconnaissance of the north would have required an- 
other group going in by a different route. However, 
reports and photographs taken on this side by the 
successful 1937 Shaksgam Expedition were not en- 
couraging. They showed the north face to be much 
higher above the base than any of the others and to 
consist of rock and ice precipices offering little in the 
way of safe, practicable routes. 

We had before us, therefore, five main ridges to re- 
connoitre, and several intervening faces to study for 
possible variations. Since all these rose 10,000 — 12,000 
feet above the glaciers, it was to be a Herculean task. 

To speed reconnaissance and utilize our resources as 
efficiendy as possible, we planned to split up into two 
parties. One of these would go up the Savoia Glacier 
to the western side of the mountain to study the north- 
west and west ridges and report on their feasibility. If 
necessary, they were to try to reach Savoia Pass and 
actually climb on the lower part of the north-west ridge 
to discover what climbing conditions there were like. 

E 
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At the same time a smaller party would retrace their 
steps down the Godwin-Austen Glacier and gain the 
view of the south side of the mountain not vouchsafed 
us as we had approached several days before. Since the 
Savoia Glacier reconnaissance would take longer, we 
decided to use the entire carrying power of the ex- 
pedition to establish a camp on the lower part. From 
this, four climbers without Sherpas would move higher 
under their own power. 

Accordingly, on the morning of June 14, we started 
towards Savoia Pass, carrying very light packs in order 
not to rush acclimatization too fast. On the day before, 
Petzoldt and I had prospected a route up the crevassed 
middle section of the glacier, believing it safer if more 
difficult than the avalanche-threatened edge under- 
neath The Angelus. Roped in threes and fours, we at- 
tempted to continue this route. It was not a happy 
choice, for many of the crevasses were covered with 
deep layers of soft snow, indistinguishable from the 
solid areas between them. One by one we took turns 
leading, each firm in the belief that he was a better 
route finder than the man he had succeeded. One by 
one we broke through the treacherous coverings and 
were stopped a few feet down by the rope and the 
watchfulness of the man at the other end. 

By noon we were thoroughly disgusted with such 
progress — the more so as we had covered only three- 
quarters of a mile since leaving Base Gamp. It was not 
an auspicious beginning for the reconnaissance of one 
of the greatest mountains in the world. To make mat- 
ters worse the sun shone hotly, softening the snow and 
burning through the layers of glacier cream on our 
faces. When we finally saw a spot that looked safe 
enough for a camp, it took the twelve of us almost an 
hour to reach it, despite the fact that it was only 100 
yards away. An intricate maze of crevasses surrounded 
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it, SO once there we felt as safe as any feudal baron 
protected by his moat. 

After lunch Bates and Streatfeild left with the six 
Sherpas for Base Camp in order to get their part of the 
reconnaissance started the next day. Houston, Burdsall, 
Petzoldt and I remained with two tents and food and 
fuel for a week. The great heat of the forenoon had 
brought an attack of fever, so Paul rested in camp 
while the three of us set out unloaded to try to find a 
way out of our predicament. 

Almost as soon as we had left the tents, clouds started 
to form and within a half hour it was snowing heavily. 
We were glad we had brought Bates’s black-painted 
wood dowels to mark the trail home, for to get lost on 
that part of the glacier would have meant a night out 
or worse. Abandoning our prejudices against the edge 
of the glacier below The Angelus, we proceeded 
directly towards it and after two hours of careful route 
picking reached the trough between the ice and the 
rock wall of K2. There were no traces of rock or ice fall 
from above and as the corridor continued in the 
direction we wanted to go, we decided that this should 
be our route the next day. 

The return to the two Meade tents was exciting, for 
by now it was snowing hard and the visibility was re- 
duced to fifty feet. One by one we passed the black 
wands, looming through the storm like telephone poles, 
until we made out the dark splotches of our tents, 
already partly covered with snow. 

We found Petzoldt sufifering from alternate chills 
and fever, unable to keep warm in spite of his sleeping 
bag and all his clothing. There was nothing to be done 
at the moment except to give him hot things to drink 
and take turns rubbing his back. We were worried, for 
it looked like a recurrence of the illness he had had at 
Askole. If he were no better in the morning we must 
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take him back to Base Camp. While we discussed this 
sudden setback, the storm rose, the wind hammering 
at the tent walls and blowing fine snow through the 
ventilators. With the two small tents set end to end 
we cooked a supper of pemmican over the primus stove 
and crawled into our sleeping bags, wondering how 
long it would be before we could get the sick man to 
Base Camp. Home seemed very far away that night. 

Morning brought two good things. One, the wind 
and snow had ceased and the clouds gave evidence of 
parting. Two, Petzoldt’s smiling, bearded face in- 
formed us that he was feeling fine — a trifle weak perhaps 
but very hungry. Anxiously we plied him with oatmeal 
and Klim until he began to talk of carrying a double 
pack. Hastily vetoing this, we prevailed on him to rest 
while we carried one set of loads over to the trough. 
On our return we would break camp and leave for 
ever this slough of despond. 

Two hours saw us back, and we were not sorry to 
shoulder heavy loads and make a second relay. Soon 
we were laughing over the discouragements of the day 
before and hurrying up the channel towards a corner 
that hid from view the upper Savoia Glacier. When we 
rounded it, what cheer! There, rising ahead of us, we 
could see the white gleaming slopes that led from the 
glacier to the crest of Savoia Pass. They did not look 
too difficult and there were no cornices to threaten 
them from above. Even better, we had a good profile 
view of the north-west ridge. There was no denying it 
looked steep, but the upturned strata were very 
evident. 

It was impossible not to be encouraged. I recall even 
feeling a little regretful that the reconnaissance was to 
be so short, for it seemed as though there would be no 
question of gaining the pass and making fast progress 
on the ridge itself. Only 6,000 feet above the pass 
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towered the rock-faced summit cone, deceptively close 
in the rarefied air. Stimulated by the sight, we made 
two fast relays from our cache in the trough, and by late 
afternoon had pitched our tents half-way up the 
glacier, only a day’s march from the cirque at the end. 

As the sun fell behind a sharp rim to the west, 
plunging the glacier into a rapidly deepening twi- 
light, a great cold descended on us. By six o’clock, 
with the peak of The Angelus blazing in the last sun- 
light above, we were in the grip of the Arctic. The 
thermometer registered 15° above zero and was still 
dropping, but inside our little tents the primus stoves 
purred brightly and we talked cheerfully of what we 
might find on the pass. That night the maximum and 
minimum thermometer recorded +2° F. — the lowest 
temperature measured on the trip. 

The morning dawned clear, but so bitterly cold that 
it was not until nearly nine that we started out. With 
the great bulk of The Angelus ridge between us and the 
rising sun, we were in frigid shadow. Not far ahead, 
sunlight streamed through a jagged gap in the ridge 
to warm a pattern on the frozen snow. Long before we 
reached this oasis we had to take off frozen boots and 
try to thaw chilled feet. No sun-worshipper had more 
love and respect for his god than we when at last we 
left the shadows and stepped into the blazing light. 

Mountains are characterized by extremes. Less than 
an hour afterwards the once blessed sun had become so 
oppressive that we might for all the world have been 
in the Sahara. Not a breath of wind stirred the dead 
air or intercepted the blaze of heat reflected from the 
snow surface. As the morning advanced, the snow 
softened until we were sinking to our knees, and 
breaking trail became exhausting. 

Our goal, a snow hump below the pass, seemed to 
grow no closer as we trudged hour after hour towards 
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it. About us icc-and-suow-hung walls towered above 
both sides of the glacier. They sent thundering down 
avalanche after avalanche, shaking the snow beneath 
our feet but not coming near us. Safe on the middle of 
the glacier, we were even grateful for the cool wind 
thrown at us by the larger falls. Such forces of des- 
truction can sometimes be a boon to man, but woe 
betide the mountaineer who treats them too lightly, for 
behind those cold winds are thousands of tons of fall- 
ing ice and snow whose power dwarfs any that man 
has yet been able to harness. 

Wet, tired and groggy, we at last collapsed on a little 
snow platform in the mouth of the cirque. Here, at 
19,000 feet, Houston and I were to remain to attempt 
the pass the next day. Burdsall and Petzoldt, after 
leaving their loads, would return to the glacier camp 
and spend the next day climbing high on the slopes 
across from the west face of K2. From those points of 
vantage they could study both ridges and the face it- 
self through binoculars and get a better idea of their 
character than was possible from the glacier. 

It was all that Burdsall and I could do to set up the 
tent and crawl exhausted into its welcome shade, but 
Petzoldt and Houston indefatigably continued on to 
prospect farther for the morrow. When they returned 
an hour or so later, they reported that the upper part 
of the cirque did not look bad and that the line of at- 
tack plotted from lower down on the glacier seemed 
free from serious obstacles. 

All too soon the departing pair had to leave, for they 
had a long way to go and the snow was soft. It was with 
good spirits that we said good-bye, for it seemed almost 
certain that we could gain the pass next day. Perhaps 
from what we should see there we could send the wel- 
come word down to Base Camp to start moving sup- 
plies preparatory to attacking the ridge. Although 
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committed to a thorough reconnaissance, it was not 
impossible that we should find the north-west ridge so 
obvious a route that there would be no question of 
searching farther. 

Long before dark we were in a twilight all our own. 
It was a strange contrast preparing camp in the steely 
chill of the approaching Himalayan night and at the 
same time looking down at the glacier below still 
flooded with light and warmth. Far in the distance we 
could see the two tiny figures of our friends, infini- 
tesimal in a mountain universe. 

My feelings that night were mixed. Over and above 
the optimism inspired by the appearance of the slopes 
leading to the pass was an indefinable dread of some- 
thing. Perhaps it was the darkening cirque that rose 
behind our tent to the unknown above the pass. Per- 
haps it was that we were actually in the shadow of K2 
for the first time — ^not where it could be viewed from a 
distance, from the strength-giving companionship of 
our party, but with a single companion, temporarily 
cut off from all support, dependent on ourselves and 
ourselves alone. We were no longer the proud Ameri- 
can Karakoram Expedition, but two men slightly ap- 
palled at what they had challenged. 

This was our first night as high as 19,000 feet. 
Houston was little afiected, but I slept poorly, waking 
often to gaze drowsily at the pale moonlight seeping 
through the thin tent fabric. 

Early next morning we started out, following the 
steps kicked in the now hard-frozen snow the day 
before. Above them we continued on a line of our own 
towards a narrow point in the bergsehrund that sepa- 
rated the upper from the lower snow slopes. Before 
reaching this we had to cross several great cracks on 
flimsy snow bridges. These were negotiated carefully 
on all fours, for one glance into the delicately tinted 
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blue depths made one look anxiously back at the 
second man to make sure he was belaying the rope 
well. 

At last we reached the bergsehrund, having stopped 
several hundred feet below it to don crampons. Above, 
the angle steepened to 55-60°, or somewhat more than 
that of the average house roof. In several places ice 
seemed to come close to the surface, but we were con- 
fident that we would find little trouble. The rock- 
studded pass 800 feet above us appeared to be a goal 
already won. Our hearts quickened as we realized that 
in perhaps a half hour we would be on the pass. The 
anticipation of what we might see from there was 
almost too great to bear. 

With Houston securing my rope around his ice-axe, 
I leaned across the bergsehrund to carve out steps on 
the other side. The wide blade of my axe bounded back 
and I called down that there was ice a few inches 
beneath the snow. This was not too alarming, so I 
hewed out several good steps and a few minutes later 
stood on the upper edge. There was no mistaking here 
that the character of the surface had changed. Every- 
where I could reach with my axe was tough green ice 
camouflaged by an inch or so of frozen snow. 

We looked upwards. The nearest rocks were less than 
800 feet away, but it did not seem possible to cut steps 
for that distance in such steep ice. In the Alps it would 
not have been an insurmountable obstacle, but at 
21,000 feet it was more than we considered wise to at- 
tempt. Quite aside from the difficulty we ourselves 
would have was the more important consideration 
that as a route for porters it was out of the question. 
Possibly by spending the whole day we could have cut 
'those steps and the next day climbed to the pass, but 
it seemed obvious that such a slope could not be safe- 
guarded for porters. We realized that another way 
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would have to be found if the north-west ridge was to 
be considered a route at all. 

As we stood at the bottom of that appalling slope, 
the sun flooded it with light, revealing the same con- 
sistency right up to the pass. From the lower glacier 
the day before we had not been able to distinguish 
this, so completely was the ice masked by the innocent- 
looking layer of snow. Regretfully we started the 
descent, experiencing that devastating uncertainty 
that all climbers must feel when they turn back with- 
out achieving their object. How much due to the 
mountain; how much to the climber himself?^ 

The Duke’s guides had reached the pass from a 
lower camp tlian ours without great difficulty, so we 
could only surmise that conditions must have been 
different thirty years ago and earlier in the season. 
Perhaps there had been more snow on the ice then, 
requiring little step-cutting. How we would have liked 
to talk with those guides ! 

We reached our tent before noon and almost imme- 
diately Houston left for Base Camp to send a party 
to the east side of the mountain. Far down below us we 
could see the figures of Burdsall and Petzoldt on the 
edge of the glacier still searching for a route on the 
upper part of the north-west ridge. How disappointed 
they would be when they learned what we had found. 

After they had been told the sad news, Burdsall ac- 
companied Houston to Base Camp, while Petzoldt 
came up to help me move down our high camp. He 
was still optimistic about the north-west ridge, al- 
though he agreed that we would have to find another 
way to it. He and Burdsall had seen several difficult- 

^ Later we had some doubts of our decision that the pass could not be 
attained from the door of the cirque. There was a possibility that incomplete 
acclimatization as well as the fact that neither of us had stood on steep ice 
for two years had influenced us unduly. These doubts, however, disappeared 
later when, well acclimatized and trained to heights, we revisited the cirque 
and reached the same conclusion. 
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looking pinnacles which might cause ti'oublc lower 
down, but he thought if the ridge could be reached it 
might be possible to gain the summit by it. An inde- 
fatigable route finder and our strongest rock-climber, 
he announced that he had spotted what might be an 
alternate way up a rocky spur just to the right of the 
pass. His confidence was like a good drink after the 
disappointment earlier, and I readily agreed to remain 
with him at our lower camp and essay it the next day. 

Alas, the weather broke during the night and a 
heavy storm in the morning prevented any climbing. 
Leaving the camp intact, we started the descent to 
Base Gamp, but had only gone a third of the way when 
through the blowing snow we saw three figures ap- 
proaching. They were Burdsall with two Sherpas to 
help us down with our loads. He told us that he and 
Houston had found a very good route down the 
glacier, eliminating the crevassed section and making 
the journey much easier. We were cheered at this good 
news, but disturbed when he told us that Houston had 
twisted his ankle and would be laid up for several days. 

The new route to Base Camp proved as easy as 
Burdsall had said and by noon we were home enjoy- 
ing one of Ahdoo’s excellent meals. We had found our 
culinary technique rather rusty after the luxuries of 
the trip in and were quite willing to have someone 
else do the cooking and dish-washing. 

Refreshed by a good night’s sleep and the comforts 
of Base Camp, Petzoldt and I returned the next day to 
the Savoia Glacier. It was still snowing, but with three 
Sherpas helping us we planned to carry up more food 
and move our lower glacier camp to the eastern corner 
of the cirque. From there, if the weather let us, we 
would try to reach the north-west ridge. That night we 
were well established at about 18,500 feet at the foot 
of the spur which Petzoldt had thought might yield a 
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route. It Started to snow again early in the evening 
and the wind quickly rose, battering the little tent and 
making sleep difficult. To make matters worse, Petzoldt 
had another attack of fever and chills. He was feeling 
much better in the morning, but the storm continued 
and already there was a foot of new snow around us. 
Avalanches were crashing down the great walls above 
with almost monotonous regularity. 

Thinking it unwise to exhaust our strength and 
morale by being storm-bound for several days, we re- 
turned once again to Base Camp. There we found 
Bates and Streatfeild, who had returned shortly after 
we had left the day before. They had descended the 
Godwin-Austen Glacier almost to Concordia and in 
brief spells of clear weather had gained good views of 
the whole south face. The face itself, they said, was out 
of the question, due to avalanche danger ; nor had the 
Abruzzi ridge impressed them favourably, being con- 
tinuously steep to a snow and ice plateau at 25,000 feet. 
After making valuable sketches from this point, they 
had advanced east up the Godwin-Austen Glacier and 
established a camp a little above the base of the 
Abruzzi ridge. Bad weather forced them to retreat 
without getting a complete view of the north-east, 
ridge, the third main possibility. 

Reunited for the first time in almost a week, the ex- 
pedition held a long conference. The true character of 
the mountain was shaping up in our minds. Although 
we had not yet set foot on its rock, we had found its ice 
uncompromising. It was evident, now that we had 
begun to grasp the scale of things, that earlier ideas of 
what might be accomplished had been very optimistic. 
We had expected difficulties, but not the immediate 
and apparently complete setbacks of unnegotiable ice 
and continued stormy weather. 

Since the east side of the mountain, with its two 
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ridges as yet little known, now offered the most 
promise, we decided to concentrate on it. Later, if we 
were still blocked, we could complete the reconnais- 
sance of the west side. Less confident by now in our 
own individual judgments, we decided that everyone 
except the Captain should go up the Godwin-Austen 
Glacier and together study the possibilities there. He 
would take Tse Tendrup, his Sherpa, for survey work 
farther south towards the Baltoro. 

In the evening, as if to give us new hope, the weather 
cleared. The darkening peaks stood out sharply in the 
twilight, the sky cloudless save for little flurries of dry 
snow blown from their summits. 
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Chapter X Up the Godwin-Austen Glacier 

O N the morning of June 21 the second stage of the 
reconnaissance was begun. Five sahibs and five 
Sherpas set out towards the camp established by Bates 
and Streatfeild several days earlier. For several miles 
the surface of the Godwin-Austen was smooth hard ice. 
Up this we walked unroped at a safe distance from the 
ice-encrusted south face of K2. On either side rose 
great walls of ice and rock culminating on our left in 
the summit cone peeping over a snow shoulder 10,000 
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feet above our heads. To the right i ose the three sum- 
mits of Broad Peak, the highest towering to 26,400 feet. 
The glacier formed a broad highway between the two 
mountains, its narrowness and the masses of ice poised 
thousands of feet above it making us apprehensive of 
avalanches which might sweep entirely across. There 
was no evidence, however, of any falls which reached 
across the glacier, so by staying far out from dangerous- 
looking places we were reasonably safe. 

All too soon the good walking came to an end in a 
maze of crevasses, some covered, others open chasms. 
It was a labyrinth of troughs and pinnacles through 
which we swarmed single file. Higher up we emerged 
from the chaos to find the surface broken by huge 
lateral cracks, some thirty feet wide and hundreds of 
yards long. Most of these were bridged over with 
masses of snow and it required careful work on the part 
of the lead man to avoid falling through into them. We 
took this opportunity to train our Sherpas in glacier 
travel, letting them lead the way, though a sahib was 
always next to stop them with the rope should they fall 
in. They enjoyed leading immensely and it soon be- 
came a matter of disgrace among them for the leader 
to go through the snow or arrive at an impasse. 

Crevasses on a glacier are much like cracks in a 
drying log or beam. Their ends never meet, but over- 
lap, leaving ridges of solid ice between. The cracks 
constantly change, due to melting and movement of 
the ice, and the ridges tend to melt away, causing the 
crevasses to coalesce into longer ones. By zigzagging 
back and forth a way can generally be found via these 
ridges through the worst system of crevasses. 

Early in the afternoon we reached the cache, where 
we found the pyramid tent completely snowed under, 
but everything in it intact. Our route had been well 
marked and all the bridges tested, so we had no anxiety 
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in sending the Sheipas back unescorted. Under Pasang 
they were in good hands. With food for more than a 
week we were now in a good position to explore all 
possibilities on the south and east of the mountain. For 
the remainder of the afternoon we busied ourselves 
variously fixing camp, Petzoldt and Houston, as usual 
immune from the intense midday heat, climbing a short 
way up a rocky slope to look at the Abruzzi ridge. 
When they returned with a more favourable opinion 
we were all encouraged, for the long horizontal knife 
edge of the north-east ridge had almost decided us 
against it as a possibility. 

Supper was a hilarious affair that night. A brief 
battle raged over the commissaries’ alleged stinginess 
with the pemmican. This was settled amicably by 
Petzoldt and me eating an extra half pound, partly to 
disprove the contention that a pound of this substance 
was more than enough for six strong men. Later Bates 
regaled us with some stirring Alaskan ballads and I 
read aloud from Pubwick Papers. Mr Pickwick’s 
breach of promise suit made all our difficulties pale 
into insignificance and we retired to our sleeping bags 
in remarkably high spirits. 

The next morning we split into two parties in order 
to cover the vantage points more thoroughly. Burdsall, 
Bates and Houston walked over the now almost level 
glacier towards a snow-crested spur which dropped 
from the north-east ridge. They climbed up the lower 
part of this until the snow gave way to ice. Here they 
could have gone higher, but more was to be gained by 
penetrating a little valley on the other side of the ridge. 
The appearance of the ice towers on the crest indicated 
that perhaps there was an extensive ice or snowfield on 
the other side just beneath them. If this were so the ridge 
might still be climbed, though a traverse of the ice pin- 
nacles for such a long distance was out of the question. 

L 
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The north side of the ridge, however, piovcd as tiu- 
compiomising as the south, consisting as it did of long 
steep ice slopes exposed to avalanches from above. 
There appeared to be no camp sites high up on either 
side. Continuing on to the foot of Skyang Kangri — a 
24,750-foot peak six miles north-east of K2 — they 
studied the upper part of the ridge. Here they reached 
the conclusion that a great mass of hanging ice just 
beneath the summit would render unsafe the juncture 
of the ridge with the summit cone. 

Petzoldt and I had an easy day compared with 
theirs, trudging as they did for eight hours in the 
merciless glare of the hot sun. We climbed up a rocky 
spur across the glacier from the Abruzzi ridge and at- 
tempted to get an idea of the climbing difficulties above 
the first few thousand feet. The Abruzzi ridge is really 
more of a shoulder than a true ridge, being composed 
of a number of small rock ribs interspersed with ice 
couloirs converging on a snow and ice plateau at 25,000 
feet. From the upper edge of this rises the summit 
cone — a pyramid of rock 2,200 feet high. Half-way up 
this cone is a great hanging glacier which sweeps the 
upper part of the north-east ridge as well as one corner 
of the Abruzzi ridge. Care would be needed in cross- 
ing the plateau from this last ridge, but it looked as 
though it could be done safely. From our vantage point 
1,000 feet above the glacier the ridge looked difficult, 
particularly just below the plateau. Of the summit 
cone we could tell little because it was in clouds most 
of the day. 

Another serious conference was held that night. The 
outcome was that two men were to climb up the lower 
part of the Abruzzi ridge next day to get a first-hand 
idea of climbing conditions. The others would journey 
again to Savoia Pass to complete that study. It was 
hardly a decision at all, but we agreed that if the climb- 



UP THE GODWIN-AUSTEN GLACIER 163 

ing on the Abiuzzi ridge was not too difficult we would 
attack it and call in the Savoia Pass party. 

Petzoldt and Houston originally planned to investi- 
gate the Abruzzi ridge together, but that night brought 
another attack of fever to the former. In the morning 
he had not recovered as usual, but thought he could 
make Base Camp all right. Houston and I formed the 
team to investigate the ridge. The others, taking on 
part of our loads, started towards Base Camp. Seeking 
a short cut, they followed a trough between the ridge 
and the glacier, hoping to find a better route through 
the maze of crevasses lower down. 

An hour’s steady climbing brought Houston and 
me to the top of a scree slope from which smooth 
polished cliffs rose as far as we could see. Parting com- 
pany in order to cover the ground more thoroughly, we 
followed different gullies around this obstacle until we 
met on a little col about i,ooo feet above the glacier. 
Except for the rocky slope below, this was the only 
place we had seen where tents could have been erected. 
Nowhere else on the ridge did there seem to be any- 
thing better. 

It was here that Houston discovered a few small 
sticks of wood — evidently from one of the Duke of the 
Abruzzi’s boxes. These identified the col as the highest 
point where supplies had been carried in 1909. From 
this point his guides had climbed for 500 feet up a 
couloir before coming to the conclusion that further 
progress was unjustifiable. It was thrilling to find these 
traces of the earlier expedition, even if we knew that 
on the basis of what they found here they had turned 
back. 

After a rest we roped up to ascend the snow couloir 
attempted by the Duke’s guides. Higher up it looked 
as though there might be some ledges which did not 
slope too steeply for tents. The higher we climbed the 
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more disillusioned we became. What looked from 
below like good honest ledges turned out to slope so 
steeply that they held only the rock frozen into them. 
The remarkably clear air and brilliant lighting must 
have some effect on the climber’s estimation of angles. 
Or perhaps it is an effect of the altitude on the mind 
of the climber, making his judgment less dependable. 
Wc were fooled again and again until, the slabs on 
each side of the couloir becoming steeper, we left it 
500 feet above the col. 

This manoeuvre was a hair-raising one, Houston 
leading over treacherous snow-covered ice to the west 
crest. I did not realize what he had done until, trying 
to hurry — ^for it was getting late — I slipped off and 
found that, even with pulls from him, it was no easy 
matter to reach the crest. Once there we crawled along 
a narrow ledge to the head of another gully. The rocks 
here were well broken and although steep and uneven 
might have yielded a camp site. It would require much 
work in building up tent platforms and would be used 
only as a last resort. 

This last impression was strengthened when wc came 
to descend into the bed of the gully. On several over- 
hanging stretches we had to slide on our rope. From 
there we had to pick our way cautiously down one at a 
time, racing the shadows which were fast lengthening. 
A slip on the part of either would have been serious, 
for neither of us had much purchase on the ice, and 
we were glad when we reached solid snow where we 
could travel more securely. 

Returning to the base of the lidge we were surprised 
to find deposited there beside our light packs, the loads 
of which we had been lightened that morning by the 
party returning to Base Gamp. With them was an 
apologetic note from Bates saying that they had run 
into terrific difficulties trying to get through the ice- 
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fall and had had to retrace their steps after several 
hours’ futile search. Worse still, Petzoldt had very 
nearly collapsed and, as they were already carrying his 
load, they did not dare add more, since they might 
have to help him into camp. 

Thoroughly discouraged and deadly tired, we 
shouldered our full loads and started the long trip 
down to Base Camp. The only bright spot in that trip 
was meeting our gallant Sherpas. Hearing Bates’s story 
they had immediately volunteered to go up and carry 
in our loads for us. Such thoughtfulness endeared our 
helpers to us many times. 

Supper that night was a gloomy affair. Rarely even 
on high mountains is there such a dearth of camp sites 
as we had found that day. The continued steepness of 
the slabs gave us little hope that anything better would 
be found higher . It is absolutely necessary in Himala- 
yan climbing to have camps between which a round 
trip can be made easily in a day. If they are too far 
apart the strain of carrying loads may be too great, 
and, more serious, the margin of safety in case of a 
storm en route is greatly diminished. If too close, much 
time is lost establishing camps. To have found such a 
long stretch on the ridge devoid of any places where 
tent platforms could be built and reached by loaded 
men was serious. It seemed to close up the last avenue 
of hope we had had for finding a route on K2. On top 
of this setback, one of our strongest climbers was ill. 
Without him our strength was greatly reduced. Al- 
though able to reach camp without help, Petzoldt was 
very weak and it looked as though his recurring ill- 
nesses would make it impossible for him to continue. 

Little by little the story of the descent of the larger 
party came out. It was a nightmare whose description 
could be fully appreciated only by those who have been 
frustrated for hours in a bad ice-fall. At one point they 
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had had to rope down 40 feet of sheer ice. A little 
farther they came to an impasse and had to climb back 
up the rope hand over hand. It was here that Petzoldt 
collapsed. Had he not after a long rest regained some 
of his strength, they might have been in serious trouble. 

Only part of the bottle of excellent Demerara rum 
donated by Houston’s father gave some measure of 
cheer that evening. It seemed hopeless to lay new plans 
after having found such apparently insurmountable 
obstacles on all three of the proposed routes. 

However, as a last rcsoit, we decided to look at the 
Savoia Pass and north-cast ridges again. Houston, 
Streatfeild and Burdsall would retrace their steps up 
the Godwin-Austen, search farther on the Abruzzi 
ridge and then see if the lower part of the north-east 
ridge could be climbed. Bates and I would return to 
the Savoia Glacier to try to force a route up the east 
side of the cirque. Petzoldt would remain in camp rest- 
ing and trying to regain his strength. Even the Sherpas 
were gloomy that night — a rare mood for them. It was 
hard for them to see their sahibs apparently beaten. 
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Chapter XI The Abruzzi Ridge 

W E parted company on the morning of June 24 
with the unspoken thought that if we had not 
found a route when we next met, we would probably 
spend the rest of our time without getting higher than 
we had already been. 

By the middle of that afternoon Bates and I, with 
three Sherpas, had moved a camp again to the head of 
the Savoia Glacier. We spent the rest of the day study- 
ing the east side of the cirque, trying to get some en- 
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couragemcnt for our attempt on the morrow. The 
rocks looked steep and fairly smooth, but there were 
breaks and it seemed as though we might be able to 
get around the steepest sections by skirting the ice high 
up. A discussion developed at one point as to the safest 
and most feasible way of getting on to the lower part of 
the rocky rib. I was in favour of a little chute of ice and 
snow which led to a good ledge 400 feet above camp. 
It was partially overhung by masses of ice, but it looked 
to me as though these would fall farther off to the side. 
Bates favoured a harder and longer route far to the left. 
He did not, he said, like the looks of that hanging ice. 
And with good reason, for a few minutes later several 
large chunks came tumbling down with (to him) a very 
satisfying clatter. 

We always carried along a small folding chess board 
and that night continued a series of games which had 
begun in Srinagar and had involved most of us in close 
intra-party competition ever since. Aside from this, 
cooking supper as usual was in itself an interesting 
game. 

First a large pile of snow is scraped together outside 
one end of the tent. From this an aluminium pot is 
filled. After guy ropes have been tested and everything 
outside made shipshape, the two men climb inside, 
carefully knocking all snow off their boots. With the 
tent door partially closed, a small piece of meta — 
solidified alcohol — ^is placed beneath the burner of the 
primus stove and lighted. After a few minutes it is hot 
enough to vaporize the liqtdd fuel, and some of this is 
pumped up by a pump built into the stove itself. The 
flame sputters for a few minutes, but after that 
generally settles down to an even purr — a. sound even 
more suggestive of content in a primus stove than in a cat. 

While the meta has been burning, the pot with the 
snow has been placed over the burner and as the heat 
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increases the chunks of snow slowly melt, sometimes 
not disappearing until the water is quite hot. As the 
water approaches the boiling point, enough is drawn 
off to make tea. Into the remainder, part of a can of 
pemmican is scraped. Five or ten minutes of boiling, 
depending on the altitude, plus the addition of some 
dried vegetables, makes a thick stew, which is eaten as 
soon as the mugs are emptied of their tea. With the 
addition of crackers, butter, jam and chocolate, quite 
a satisfying meal results. 

Pemmican, though very high in nutritive value, is 
naturally low on bulk. Therefore the addition of bulk 
foods like crackers, vegetables and fruit is necessary, 
not only to give feeling of fullness, but to enable the 
stomach and bowels to function properly. To this fact 
were due many of the complaints which our commis- 
sary, Bates, accepted so patiently, for the calory con- 
tent of most of our meals was very high. 

While this dish is being consumed, the remaining 
heat in the pot and stove is used to melt more snow — 
either for the pretence that goes for dish-washing or for 
oatmeal. In the latter case the oatmeal is cooked up — 
usually in water not previously used for dish- washing — 
and poured into a thermos. Carefully wrapped in extra 
clothing, it is saved for the morning. No desert travel- 
ler ever hoards his store of water more carefully for, 
except when the sun is hot, all moisture is tightly locked 
up and can be released only by burning precious fuel. 

After supper the stove is placed at the foot of the 
tent where it will not be knocked over, and the two 
occupants, if they have not already done so, retire to 
their sleeping bags. There they may play chess, read, 
.or write in their diaries until about eight o’clock when 
it is too dark to see. Then the tent doors are tightly 
tied, the small ventilators above them propped open 
and the soft air mattresses generally bring sleep quickly- 
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At eight o’clock on the morning of the 25th we were 
stamping the spikes of our crampons into the hard 
snow slopes behind camp. The frozen surface was ideal 
for walking and we mounted rapidly towards a notch 
behind one of the ribs. We thought if we could reach 
this we could cross behind it and stay on rock the rest 
of the way to the pass. Equipped as we were with pitons 
and extra rope, and well acclimatized by now, we were 
determined to push on just as hard as was justifiable. 
Aftei having climbed 500 feet or so we advanced 
directly towards the rocks, encountering steepening 
slopes with the ice underneath close to the surface. It 
was very delicate woi k, but the rocks were only 100 feet 
higher and we could afford to take time to reach them. 
We needed more than time, however. As we came close 
to the rocks we found the ice only a few inches thick, 
adhering to smooth rock and covered in places by 
flufiy masses of snow. 

The rope was little protection here, but Bates made 
what use he could of his ice axe jammed into a shallow 
crack, looping the rope around its head. About 20 feet 
below the notch I encountered the hardest problem. 
The ice had given way to rock slabs lying at between 
65° and 70° and with only tiny irregularities for holds. 
There was no opportunity to take off my crampons, so 
I had to continue on, the two-inch spikes grating and 
slipping on the sloping surface. At last, only a few feet 
below a good ledge, I realized that I was at a point 
where farther progress would be unjustifiable in view 
of the precarious position of Bates, who could not have 
stopped me had I slipped. After some intricate acro- 
batics I managed to drive a long ice piton into an ice- 
fiOiled crack a little above me. With the rope passed 
through this I felt more confident and with a little 
moral support from Bates climbed up on to the ledge. 
It was happily placed, for I was at the end of the lOO- 
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foot rope and he had already moved up as far as he 
could and still give me any protection. The entire pitch 
of 1 50 feet had taken two hours. 

Once on the crest of the rib our hopes were dashed. 
We could not follow it, for the rock was too smooth 
and on the other side was the same kind of ice. A route 
for porters might have been made the way we came 
by stringing lots of rope along it, but beyond it seemed 
impossible even for us, unloaded as we were. We found 
some compensation for our hard climb by sitting in the 
warm sun and eating our lunch of crackers, cheese, 
chocolate and dates. We were now close to 20,500 feet, 
but still 1,300 feet from the top of the pass. All too soon 
we had to return, for we knew the hot midday sun 
would soften the snow slopes and perhaps make them 
liable to avalanche. 

The descent over the ice-coated slabs proved more 
difficult than we expected, for, as the only route was a 
diagonal one, we could not slide down a fixed rope. It 
was 400 feet straight down to the nearest resting place 
and, since we did not have enough rope for that, we 
had to inch our way cautiously back the way we had 
come. 

A few hundred feet above camp with all clear below, 
Bates’s crampons became balled up with snow. lie lost 
his footing and shot down the 40° slope. I was caught 
off guard, and before I could jam my axe in was 
whisked off my feet to follow him. Once he managed to 
brake himself with the shaft of his axe, but before he 
could make himself firm I had catapulted past and 
jerked him off his feet. We both stopped on easier slopes 
below, laughing, our clothes filled with snow. No harm 
was done, but it was a timely reminder that at these 
altitudes the climber must consciously combat the 
tendency to carelessness. 

A little before dusk light clouds blew in over the 
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pass and soon the entire west face was streaked with 
them. Snowflakes were falling gently, and by the time 
we were ready for bed a full-fledged storm had de- 
veloped. Again the wind battered at the tent, but the 
pegs were well frozen into the snow and we were safe. 

Plans had to be changed in the morning, for the 
storm had continued all night. About ten inches of 
snow had fallen and the great cirque, invisible above 
us, resounded with the thunder of avalanches. Clearly 
it was no place to be on that day, so we gave up the 
plan of penetrating it and attempting a slope at its far 
end that did not look as icy as the rest. Instead we tied 
the tent flaps securely and started out towards where a 
minor glacier tumbled into the main one underneath 
the west face of the mountain. From a dome part way 
up this we hoped to be able to look at the south side 
of the north-west ridge, in the hope that it might yield 
a route. 

Bates’s keen glacier sense led us unerringly through 
a maze of giant crevasses right up the side of the hump. 
The crevasses were the largest we had yet seen ; some 
of them were 50 feet wide and hundreds of yards long. 
In the obscurity caused by the falling snow their ordin- 
arily dark depths were almost indistinguishable from 
the slopes that rose above them. Our way led through 
these on hair-raising, tilted snow bridges over which 
we crept on hands and knees one at a time. In this 
sort of going a single rope would be little use if one 
man fell, for he would fall far, and, with the rope 
cutting into the edge, the second man would probably 
be unable to pull him out unaided. A doubled rope 
is much safer, for with it the man in the crevasse 
can help pull himself out while the other man merely 
takes in the slack and holds him while he reaches for a 
new grip on his rope. 

The doubled rope never came into play, however. 
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and after several hours’ work we reached what would 
have been a vantage point had it not been in the 
clouds. We dared go no closer to the wall, for we could 
hear small avalanches ahead and knew that to advance 
much farther would expose us to them. There was some 
hope that the clouds might break, so we coiled the rope 
on the snow and sat down on it to wait. 

It was a long vigil, but at last the driven clouds 
thinned momentarily and we could get fragmentary 
glimpses of the south side of the ridge. Each succeed- 
ing glimpse showed what we had feared. The rocks 
there were glazed with ice and were of the same general 
character as those we had climbed the day before. It 
was a wild sight; the icy precipice rose 3,000 feet, 
framed in a jagged hole in the clouds. Puffs of light 
snow cascading down were evidence that avalanches 
were at work here as*well as on both sides. 

We were forced at last to the conclusion that no 
route existed to the east of the rib we had attempted 
the day before. This left only the chance that the far 
comer of the cirque would prove to be snow rather 
than ice. Perhaps the storm would abate enough to 
enable the cirque to shed its excess snow so we could 
venture in the next day. As if to blast even this faint 
hope the wind increased in fury, blowing the rope 
stretched between us into a great arc to the leeward. 
Fine snow particles beat into our faces and completely 
obliterated the footsteps we had made coming up. 
Bates’s skiU was equal to the task, however, and he 
found our previous route down through the crevasses 
without mis-step. 

Back at our snug camp we spent the afternoon 
writing letters on pages tom from diaries. We did not 
know when they would be mailed, if ever, but some- 
how in that lonely spot, with failures behind us and 
perhaps others to come, it was comforting to be in some 
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sort of touch with family and friends back home. The 
next morning the storm still raged. There were 
eighteen inches of new snow and it was obvious that 
entry into the cirque would not be possible for several 
days. It had been a slim chance anyway and we felt we 
were not abandordng much when we agreed that this 
year no safe route existed to the north-west ridge — a 
discouragingly negative finding. Perhaps when we 
reached Base Camp the others would have better news. 

Carrying all we could from the dismantled camp, 
we pushed down through the storm, arriving in camp 
to find Streatfeild and Houston just returned from the 
upper Godwin-Austen. They had carried out fully as 
important a reconnaissance as ours, but had had a 
much rougher time of it. 

On June 24 they had left camp intending to search 
farther on the Abruzzi ridge, but believing the several 
days of fine weather had made snow conditions good, 
they continued on to make use of these on the north- 
east ridge. With three Sherpas they moved most of the 
glacier camp up to the base of it and on the 25 th had 
climbed up the first 800 feet. This required much 
step-cutting and they realized after several hours of 
hard work that the crest could not be gained without 
the expenditure of much labour. Their decision to re- 
turn was a timely one for, as if to pimish them for 
neglecting the Abruzzi ridge, the weather broke 
swiftly, driving them to the tents. That night they had 
to build a wall of snow blocks around their tent, so 
fierce were the gusts. 

As on the Savoia, the weather was bad the next 
morning, but in spite of this Houston took two of the 
Sherpas down to the lower cache to bring up more sup- 
plies. It was a nerve-racking trip for both. Broad Peak 
to the south of the glacier and K2 to the north were 
sending down huge avalanches, some of which might 
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have swept across the width of the glacier. It was on 
this trip that the Sherpas said they heard voices high up 
on Ka. They were vastly pleased when, passing the 
same spot on a new route chosen by Houston, an ava- 
lanche fell partially covering their former tracks. This 
was conclusive proof to them that their gods were 
watching out for them, and it strengthened their 
morale considerably. 

The existence of these spirits in the Himalaya has 
been a matter of considerable interest to explorers. To 
the Sherpas, with their Buddhist superstition, they are 
genuine and undoubtedly play a very real part in their 
lives, particularly when diey are in high mountains 
with foreign expeditions. It is not surprising that these 
people should connect unusual noises or even sugges- 
tive imaginings with the spirit-filled world in which 
they live. There have been many instances of this on 
the Everest expeditions as well as on others. 

It is somewhat more surprising, but understandable, 
that these same noises should be noticed by white men 
and in some cases ascribed to the forces that dominate 
the religion of these superstitious people. This has 
stimulated talk of the “snow men” which have come 
to figure prominently in British Himalayan expedi- 
tions. 

That there should be controversy among white men 
as to whether these spirits exist is not surprising. Il- 
lusions and fantasies are common enough in the alti- 
tudes of the Alps. It is not unreasonable to assume that 
susceptibility to them should be increased at higher 
altitudes when the workings of the mind follow less 
easily the grooves channelled by centuries of conven- 
tionalized western thought. Parhaps with the mind 
freed somewhat firom restraints it reverts naturally 
though superficially to the strength-giving superstition 
of primitive religions. In the midst of natural forces 

M 
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which emphasize man’s insignificance it is not un- 
natural that he should unconsciously accept part of a 
faith better adapted to maintaining his mental equili- 
brium than are his inteUectualized western beliefs. 
This is only one explanation ; no better method of stir- 
ring up an argument among climbers exists than to 
support firmly or to deny the existence of these spirits. 

It goes without saying that these speculations are 
not formed while dodging avalanches, nor is much 
thought provoked at the time as to whether they are 
started or merely anticipated by the mountain spirits. 

By the 27 th it was as obvious to the north-east party 
as it had been to Bates and myself on the Savoia that 
no more climbing could be done for several days. 
Moreover, what tiiey had seen two days before had 
nearly convinced them of the unfeasibility of the 
north-east ridge. 

Although it was still storming very hard, they started 
out with the Sherpas for Base Camp. There was much 
new snow on the glacier and the blowing particles 
made the journey through the crevasses hazardous. 
Weak spots in the crust were covered over and, in spite 
of the willow wands, which had been left to mark the 
trail for just such an emergency, they had a hard time 
following it. At one point it looked to them as though 
they would have to bivouac in a crevasse, so violent 
had become the storm. Fortunately before they had to 
resort to this a lull came and they were able to reach 
the smooth goiag below the bad ice-fall. Once here they 
were able to fight their way back, arriving in Base 
Gamp exhausted, but with no frostbite. 

The expedition spirits were now at very low ebb. 
From one side of the mountain to the other we had 
been unable to find a route. Two weeks had been spent 
apparently to no other purpose than to convince us 
that no way we had seen was possible. We remembered 



THE ABRUZZI RIDGE 179 

rash statements we had made back in the United States 
to the effect that we were prepared to spend the whole 
summer reconnoitring and would do so until we found 
a way up the mountain. Two weeks of continual dis- 
couragement made the prospect of a whole summer of 
the same depressing to say the least. Every one of us 
would have liked to be clear of the whole business 
right then. 

Had we been able to spend an afternoon relaxing at 
the seashore or getting veiy drunk, we might have 
realized that two weeks of reconnaissance on a moun- 
tain as big as Ka could not possibly be conclusive. 
By gaining a little perspective we would have realized 
that perhaps some of our earlier judgments might have 
been incorrect — or at least would stand checking. As 
nearly all the reconnaissance had been done in bad 
weather, we might have overlooked something. At that 
time, however, it seemed as though each succeeding 
judgment had been upheld by later checking and that 
there was no hope at all. Unfortunately the seashore 
was a thousand miles away and our supply of rum far 
too slender to indulge in as an escape. 

A conference on the evening of the 28th fotmd a 
division of opinion. Houston and Burdsall still 
favoured the north-east route and thought we should 
concentrate on it. Familiar with it as they were, they 
thought that eventually some sort of a route could 
be made up to the mile-long knife ar^te. 

Petzoldt and I thought that the Abruzzi ridge was 
the only remaining cheince. Although previous search 
had failed to yield camp sites, this route looked safer 
than the north-east ridge and we knew climbing on it 
was possible for some distance.' We stiU had over a 
month’s food supply, were strong and fit, and should 
be able to find some foothold on the ridge. With so 
much time on our bands we would be justified in 
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Spending a day or more constructing tent platforms on 
sloping ledges. There the Sherpas’ skill in building with 
rock would be a great asset and somehow we ought to 
be able to make tents stay, even if we had to anchor 
them with ropes and pitons. Bates and Streatfeild held 
less positive views, with the result that after several 
hours’ discussion we arrived at a plan which was 
acceptable to aU. 

We would move all supplies up the Godwin-Austen 
Glacier and establish a well-stocked camp near the foot 
of the Abruzzi ridge. From that we would first make a 
thorough investigation of the ridge and then, if it still 
proved hopeless, concentrate on the north-east. If no 
route was found on either, we would devote the re- 
mainder of the time to further reconnaissance and give 
up all idea of trying to climb the mountain this year. 

As before, when we had been driven to Base Camp 
by continued stormy weather, the next day dawned 
clear and we were treated to several days of incom- 
parably clear skies. Relaying loads up the glacier to a 
cache near the Abruzzi ridge became a chore, indeed, 
for the heat of the sun in the middle of the day was 
almost unbearable. However, we could always count 
on a cool wind blowing down the glacier around two 
o’clock. One day it became more than cool and we had 
to leave our loads and race to Base Camp before what 
looked like another bad storm. Fortunately it lasted 
only a few hours. 

In the warm clear weather the mountains on both 
sides of the glacier shed much of their snow — exposing 
rock faces imcompromisingly smooth and steep. The 
great hanging glaciers on Broad Peak, Ka, Skyang 
Kangri and other giants continued to send down 
masses of ice and snow. Some of the avalanches were 
small, plummeting in cascades of fine snow for 
thousands of feet, apparently dissolving bdfore they 
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hit the glacier. Others were much larger, thundering 
down from 25,000 feet with the roar of a thousand fast 
freight trains, billowing up in gieat clouds of snow as 
they struck the level glacier. 

On July I Petzoldt and I were left in camp right at 
the foot of Abruzzi ridge. On this day we had the first 
serious mishap to our equipment. A four-gallon con- 
tainer of benzine had been left under an overhanging 
rock on the glacier to protect it from the rays of the 
sun. But the sun had had another effect. Melting the 
ice on which the rock was resting, it caused the huge 
slab to fall over, wrecking the heavy can and losing us 
almost four gallons of precious fuel. It was a serious 
blow, for we were light on fuel and could ill afford 
such a loss. We knew we could get along on what was 
left by being very economical, but, with no reserve, 
another accident might necessitate a return before we 
had finished our work. Moreover we had not yet 
started any difficult climbing, and the chances of 
losing a load or damaging it would be much greater 
higher up. 

Captain Streatfeild, who had been with the French 
Expedition to Gasherbrum I in 1936, said there was a 
chance that some of the gasoline left by that party 
might still be at the site of their base camp on the upper 
Baltoro Glacier. It was only a faint hope, for following 
their return to Askole most of the coolies had gone back 
to loot what had been left behind. He was willing to 
make a try, however, and the next day, taking Ahdoo 
and two Sherpas, he went down to the Baltoro. If he 
could not find any gas he planned to send Ahdoo and 
one of the Sherpas to Askole, seven days’ march, to 
bring up coolies loaded with wood. This could be used 
at our Base Camp and possibly higher, instead of the 
now precious liquid fuel. The accident did have some 
compensation, for we were able to send out mail to our 
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homes and would perhaps receive mail when the wood 
coolies arrived. 

Unlike Base Gamp, which was located in a hollow, 
Camp I, where Petzoldt and I were left, stood in the 
open beside a jagged cliff of broken ice. From it we 
could look down over the glacier for many miles. 
Above, towering only a few miles away, we could see 
the great shaft of S%ang Kangri with its perpetual 
snow plume flying from its summit. Across the glacier, 
but hidden from us by the ice cliff, were the white- 
specked walls of Broad Peak rising almost 10,000 feet 
and looking steeper and less accessible even than those 
of K2 immediately above us. 

After the rest of the party had left we climbed to the 
top of one of the ice towers and watched them thread- 
ing their way through the maze of crevasses below. It 
was good to know that they would be back the next day 
to add their strength to ours. Personally, I felt there 
was little chance of finding camp sites and that all we 
could accomplish would be to confirm this. Neither of 
us voiced such thoughts, however, and when we went 
to bed that night it was with cheerful assurances that 
luck must surely smile on us now. 

We rose late the next morning, for the tent, hidden 
from the rising sun by the cliff above, was like an ice- 
box. It was a relief to scramble a few feet up the rocky 
slopes where we could warm our hands and feet. Fol- 
lowing the route chosen by Houston and myself a week 
before, we climbed diagonally up the Abruzzi ridge, 
planning to cross to its westernmost edge where it 
appeared more broken. An hour more and we were 
gingerly crossing the smooth water- worn bed of a minor 
gully. Below, it shelved out of sight in polished slabs 
which became a race-course for the rocks we dislodged. 
We could hear these long after they went out of sight, 
the narrow walls of the gully noisily re-echoing the clat- 
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ter. Our nails gritted and scraped on the smooth rock ; 
above we could see hundreds of boulders so pre- 
cariously balanced that they looked as though they 
might come down on us at any moment. 

Beyond, we came to a steep snowfield which marked 
the western edge of the ridge. StiU we found no place 
for tents. We sat down to eat lunch, gloomily wonder- 
ing how long it would take to build tent platforms on 
the 30° slope where we were. The usual tasty lunch 
of dried fruits, crackers, cheese and chocolate revived 
our spirits and soon we were climbing up the lower 
part of the snow. At its top there might be a level 
spot before the slope dropped off sheer to the south 
face. Along its western edge, too, there were many 
pinnacles, and perhaps we could find lodgment for our 
tents behind some of these. 

We had learned by now to distrust our eyes when 
they registered angles, so we were not surprised to find 
the slope grow rapidly steeper. Soon we had to punch 
handholds as well as footholds in the crusty snow. With 
memories of the ice slope beneath Savoia Pass fr^ sh in 
our minds, we feared that higher the snow would tiom 
to ice. It did, but by that time we were so close to the 
top it did not matter. Cursing, we chopped steps, 
changing the lead every 50 feet, for the work was ex- 
hausting. The rocks on either side had grown less 
friendly and there seemed even less chance now of 
finding a place for the tents. 

At last, with hearts racing Uke steam engines we 
threw ourselves down on a tiny snow shelf at the top 
of the slope. A few feet beyond, separated firom us by a 
thin crest of rock, a precipice dropped to the glacier. 
We could go no farmer in that direction. For a few 
minutes we merely rested and looked aroimd. Nothing 
we could see or had seen while climbing up the slope 
gave any hope of a camp site. Above, the rocks rose 
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Steep and unbroken, little patches of snow and ice 
clinging to the apparently vertical faces. 

While I was indulging in these dismal observations, 
Petzoldt crawled around the corner of the crest. He 
had almost gone the full length of the rope when he 
gave a shout. There was no mistaking what it meant. 
There, 30 feet below him, hidden from us before by a 
comer on the ridge, was a splendid camp site. A 
pocket in the snow, perhaps 20 feet across, nestled 
almost level against the rock ridge. It would hold all 
our tents and would be protected from south and west 
winds by the wall behind it. We could have hoped for 
nothing better. 

Instantly our attitude towards the mountain 
changed. With one camp site found we could find 
others. Above, the climbing looked much more diffi- 
cult, but we felt somehow we could find a route over it. 
All the discouragements of those first two weeks sud- 
denly became things of the past. 

Not content with handing us one favour, the moun- 
tain proceeded to give another in the form of an easier 
route ^own. I, cautious and overwhelmed by our good 
fortune, was willing to go back by our old route, but 
Petzoldt was not to be stopped. He led me down the 
crest until, after 200 feet, we stood on broken scree 
slopes over which load-carrying would be quite simple. 
Down, down, we dropped, until we had reached the 
level of the bottom of the snow slope. The route was a 
good one. Barring a few short stretches which could be 
made safe by fixed ropes, the whole route could be 
done by loaded men without even roping together. 

Hurrying across the last rocky slopes, we shouted 
the good news to the others, busy setting up camp. 
They had moved nearly all the loads to the base of the 
ridge that day and were prepared to stay there. They 
were overjoyed and soon we were discussing plans for 
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pushing the attack higher. It was the first time we had 
felt really encouraged since the icy summit of the 
mountain shone through the mists almost three weeks 
before. 

Now that we had at least a foothold on the Abruzzi 
ridge there was no doubt that it should be our choice. 
Above the site of Camp II the going looked bad. 
Steeply sloping faces and ridges, filled in between with 
ice, continued above the easy broken rock to a great 
tilted snow plateau at 25,000 feet.^ This terminated 
the ridge. Two thousand feet above its upper edge rose 
the summit. We did not dare think too much about it 
at the time. To gain this snow plateau was now our 
goal, for if the 7,000 feet of the Abruzzi ridge could be 
conquered, one of the greatest problems of the moun- 
tain would be solved. Even if we got no farther than 
that, it would be an achievement. 


1 The sky-line profile of the Abruzzi ridge was measured by hypsometer 
to be approximately 45^. This was maintained from the glacier (17,700 feet) 
7,000 feet vertically to the edge of the snow plateau, 3,000 feet below the 
summit. At no point, except close to the glacier, was the angle much lower, 
and in some places it was considerably steeper, although the general profile 
did not indicate this. We were unable to make an accurate measurement of 
the ridge of the summit cone above the snow plateau. It looked a little steeper 
than the Abruzzi ridge proper. 
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Chapter XII The Attack 

O N the morning of July 3 we set out to establish 
our first camp on the mountain. Cznxying light 
loads, the five sahibs and four remairung Sherpas 
mounted the rocky slopes towards the snow pocket 
found the day before. About 500 feet above the glacier 
we noticed some imusual-looking piles of rock. Closer 
examination proved them to be the remains of the tent 
platforms built by the Duke of the Abruzzi when he 
made his attempt on the ridge in early June, 1909. In 
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spite of almost thirty years’ action of frost and ava- 
lanches they were in surprisingly good condition. From 
this camp his guides had climbed up to the col where 
Houston and I had found parts of his boxes. Above, 
they had found such difficult going that on the basis of 
their report the Duke abandoned his efforts on this 
side of the moxmtain. 

It is interesting to note that we had followed an en- 
tirely different route in reaching the site of the Duke’s 
only camp on the ridge. From de Filippi’s account he 
had been able to come directly from his base camp, 
underneath the south face, and across the lower slopes 
of the ridge itself. We, on the other hand, had to stay 
in the middle of the glacier imtil we were above the 
base of the ridge, then cut back towards it — a. devious 
route which some of our party had tried to shorten 
with such unhappy results on the agrd. The condition 
of the glacier in 1938 was such that travel was abso- 
lutely impossible along the route taken by the Duke. It 
also looked as though the rock slopes which he had 
climbed above the glacier would present serious diffi- 
culties now. 

This suggests that conditions must have been very 
different in 1909, a fact not surprising if one considers 
the forces always at work in the mountains. Not only 
must the glacier have been smoother, and therefore 
more easily travelled, close to the ridge, but more snow 
must have lain in the lower gullies to enable his party 
to climb them so easily. His attack had been made in 
early June, however, whereas we were a month later, 
and much snow could have melted in that time. 

This coincides with conditions we found on Savoia 
Pass, where the Duke’s party had reached the top with 
little difficulty — ^presumably on snow — ^and we had 
found steep ice. Furthermore, across the Godwin- 
Austen Glacier east of Broad Peak lay a great cirque 
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with a notch in it called Sella Pass. This had been 
reached in 1909, but in 1938 it did not look to us as 
though any safe route lay over the 2,ooo-foot snow 
slopes leading to it. Whether these apparent changes 
were due to the lateness of the year when we visited the 
region or whether snow conditions have actually 
changed so markedly in the comse of thirty years can- 
not be definitely decided. Probably both explanations 
are valid. 

We reached the airy perch chosen for Camp II early 
in the afternoon after a climb of about fom hours. We 
were then at about 19,300 feet, 1,600 feet above the 
glacier.^ Later, when the porters had become accus- 
tomed to the way and we had strung more rope on it, 
the climb was made more quickly. 

Once there, a level place was stamped out in the 
snow and the Meade tent set up by the industrious 
Sherpas. Petzoldt and I, on the theory that we were in 
favour with the mountain sprites, were left, with the 
customary ten days’ supply of food and fuel, to recon- 
noitre the next camp. The others retximed to the 
glacier to complete stocking that camp as well as 
Gamp II itself. 

The mountain gods now smiled indeed. July 4 
dawned an incomparable day. About us rose rank on 
rank of ice-covered mountain ramparts, yet our eyes 
could follow only the valleys, for we were still far below 


^The elevations of camps were determined from corrected biometric 
readings made by BurdsaU and by clinometer readings of surrounding sum- 
mits of known devation made by House. These were later computed by 
BurdsaU on the basis of distances on the Survey of India map sheet fll 52A. 
Where there were great discrepancies recourse was had to individual judg- 
ments of the distance between camps. Two points of known elevation on the 
ridge served as bases from which the final elevations of the seven camps were 
computed. One was a prominent rock waU above Camp IV, triangulated by 
Streatfeild and Burds^ from the lower Grodwin-Austen Glacier as 21,500 
feet; the other a 25,234-foot shoulder reached by Petzoldt and Houston on 
the snow plateau beneath the summit cone. Although the distances between 
camps may be somewhat inaccurate, these two checks make the errors small 
and not cumxUative. 
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most of the ridges that cut us off from the outside 
world. In the crystal-clear atmosphere every detail in 
those white-streaked walls stood out. The formidable 
black summit of Terma Kangri, now just peeping over 
the crest of Windy Gap, looked only a few miles away, 
yet we knew it was at least fifteen. Above us, as far as 
we could see, the upper slopes of K2 were free of clouds. 
It would take real obstacles, we thought, to stop us on 
this day. 

Kicldng steps in the softening snow, we skirted the 
crest of the ardte, pausing to look down over the other 
side to the south face now dark in gloomy shadow. 
Where the crest ended in almost vertical walls we en- 
tered a steep, narrow gully up which extended a rib- 
bon of ice. Two hundred feet higher it narrowed to an 
alley eight feet wide, bounded by vertical rock. Up 
into its dark maw we climbed, placing our feet and 
hands gently, for the bed was of loose stones. High 
up, as through a gunsight, we could see the bright 
sunshine gleaming on inhospitable slabs of greyish 
rock. 

When we emerged at last into the sun we were 
cheered, for we saw that by crossing another gully we 
could reach the easternmost edge of the Abruzzi ridge. 
We already realized that the precipices on the west side 
of the ridge were unclimbable and that to make any 
progress we should need to find easier going near the 
ice slope on the east side. In half an hour we were on a 
small col at the edge of the ice slope. Below, we could 
look directly down on Camp I, 2,000 feet lower. We 
had now crossed the breadth of the ridge a second time 
and were about 500 feet above the highest point 
reached by the Duke’s guides. We could see why 
neither they nor Houston and I had been able to go 
higher there, for the rocks were steeply inclined and 
very smooth. 
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Above, the going did not look too difficult. The 
snow-covered ice was broken by numerous slabs and 
buttresses of rock and we thought a way could be 
found on these. A late breakfast was in order, so we 
stretched out on the warm rock, nibbling chocolate and 
enjoying the glittering summits all around us. All too 
soon we had to start up again. By following an erratic 
arrangement of slabs and soft snow we were able to 
make fairly good progress for a while. Then we found 
ourselves forced farther and farther out on the ice 
slope, away from the main ridge where we had hoped 
to find space for tents. The down-tilted character of the 
slabs became more evident and we longed for the 
moral support of some good solid ledges. Towards noon 
the going became worse as we struck pure ice. From 
atop the sharp crest of a rocky fang, however, we could 
see two buttresses a few hundred feet higher whose 
tops might yield a camp site. 

Anxious to reach them without delay, I started to 
cross a steep ice patch on which a little snow uncer- 
tainly adhered. I was well belayed by Petzoldt with the 
rope, and so cut as few steps as possible, utilizing the 
snow for footholds. The inevitable happened. I planted 
one foot in the last tiny patch of snow, which bore 
most of my weight, and then started sliding. Petzoldt 
was watching me closely and I felt the rope tighten 
around my waist. Before I could step back to safety my 
foothold had gone completely and I was on my back 
sliding towards the glacier. I had gone only a few feet 
when the rope pulled me in an arc towards the buttress 
on which Petzoldt was stationed. Ten feet lower I 
brought up with a bang against the rock, unhurt but 
angry with myself for letting such a thing happen. With 
the rope my companion helped me up to his side where 
he tried to console me for having been the guinea pig in 
this futile attempt to save time. 

NT 
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Thoroughly aroused by now, we attacked the ice 
traverse with fury. Again well belayed by Petzoldt, I 
cut great steps to the middle of the 55° slope. There, 
balanced precariously, I hammered a flat-bladed piton 
into a crack in a protruding ledge. With my rope at- 
tached to this I felt safer and after cutting 20 feet more 
of steps reached a band of rock higher up on the other 
side. From there I was able to secure Petzoldt while he 
threaded an extra rope through the piton, fastening it 
on both sides of the traverse, so it served as a handrail. 
That done, we climbed higher, using what rocks we 
could until again we were forced to cut steps 200 feet 
to the base of one of the higher buttresses. More pitons 
to safeguard a delicate climb up one of these and we 
reached the top of the largest. It was only 10 feet wide 
and 20 feet long — no part of it being level — and 
sloping off on three sides. Plenty of loose rock lay on it, 
however, and we knew that platforms could be con- 
structed to make the tents stand level. It had been a 
hard climb and the last 1,000 feet had been very ex- 
posed, yet we thought that with additional rope and 
pitons we could safeguard it for loaded men. 

The descent late that afternoon over the dipping 
slabs and freezing snow convinced us that the route in 
its present state would be unjustifiably dangerous for 
porters or even unloaded men. The continuously steep 
angle and the lack of belaj^ was disturbing, for if a man 
slipped on that slope it would be very hard for the next 
man to stop him. Also, descent in bad weather or in 
some emergency would be fraught with danger. We 
had been unable to locate any better route, however, 
and the present one would have to do. 

A cheery note and new loads at Gamp II informed us 
that the others had been busy. Houston had spent the 
day with two Sherpas bringing in the abandoned 
north-east ridge camp, while Bates and Burdsall with 
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two more porters had carried heavy loads up from 
Camp I. Our complex machine was moving into high 
gear. 

Petzoldt, in a yodel that must have made some new 
cracks in the glacier, conveyed to those at Camp I that 
we had been successful in finding a higher camp site. A 
faint answering halloo from below told us that the news 
had been received, although at that distance the words 
were unintelligible. 

The next morning, carrying 900 feet of light line 
and a larger supply of pitons, we started up again, 
planning to safeguard the difficult places. It was an 
easy matter to string rope over the vertical pitches. The 
upper end was either threaded through a piton driven 
into a crack or tied tightly around a projecting nubbin 
of rock. If the place was particularly difficult the 
rope would be knotted every few feet. On the hardest 
stretches we tied loops into the rope so the laden 
climber could rest as he pulled himself and his load to 
the top. In using these fixed ropes the climber grasps the 
rope in both hands to balance himself and take some 
weight off his feet, which are making all possible use 
of natural holds in the rock or ice. 

Safeguarding the horizontal traverses was more com- 
plicated. First a suitable spot had to be found at each 
end, to which the rope could be tied. If these were lack- 
ing, pitons would be driven in and the rope tied tightly 
instead. Sometimes it was necessary to drive in addi- 
tional pitons in the middle of the rope to keep it from 
sagging. If the ends were in ice, long tubular steel 
pitons were used instead of the shorter solid ones for 
rock. 

The traverse immediately below the site for Camp 
III was particularly difficult and we spent several 
hours extending the ropes we already had placed there 
so as to give the utmost protection. Right up to the 
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camp site we carried our ropes, making an almost 
continuous handline for 250 feet. 

In addition to the fixed ropes we tied many slings 
into the rope for use in roping down or for belaying 
porters. These are simply coils of rope affixed around 
rocks or through pitons. When the leader of a rope ot 
climbers reaches one, he either ties himself to it and 
with the added security belays the men coming behind 
him or loops their rope directly through it. In either 
case, if a man slips, the strain comes on the sling or 
piton and the lead man is less likely to be pulled off by 
the jerk. 

These additional safeguards are also valuable for 
roping down, for the climbing rope can be looped 
through, used for a rappel, and then pulled out again 
from the bottom. On the way to the mountain we had 
taught our porters how to use the rappel in anticipation 
of just such places. They had grown very skilful at 
thus looping the doubled rope around their thighs and 
backs and sliding to the bottom with their speed con- 
trolled by the fidetion of the rope over their clothing. 

Early in the afternoon the weather started to turn 
bad so we were unable to put the finishing touches to 
our work. As we hurried down, thankful for the rope 
aids we had just put in, the wind drove up into our 
faces, carrying stinging particles of fine snow. Some- 
times we had to crouch towards the slope and cover our 
faces with our gauntlets when a particularly violent 
gust hit us. Spurred on by the wind and cold, we raced 
down the slabs as fast as we dared, reaching the tent 
to find it quivering and straining at its lashings in spite 
of the protection given by the crest behind. As before, 
we found new loads and a note congratulating us on 
finding a route. Such evidences of thoughtfulness and 
appreciation are even more important in the moun- 
tains than at home. 
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Hurriedly we made preparations for the night, for 
the wind was now a gale, thundering up over the south 
face. In a few minutes we had piled more snow around 
the tent to hold it firm, and had crawled in, shutting 
the storm out. In spite of the hammering of the wind 
the little Meade tent stood up well. Its construction, 
with no ridge poles — only inverted V-poles at each end 
— gave a maximum of flexibility, allowing it to give to 
the wind where a more rigidly designed tent might 
have burst. 

In addition to the storm, which might hold up the 
attack for days, we had a greater worry. Petzoldt had a 
recurrence of his illness. Even his sleeping bag and all 
his clothes could not counteract the effect of his chills 
and as they continued I grew more alarmed. A hot 
meal of pemmican helped some and he soon went to 
sleep and was more comfortable. It was still a disturb- 
ing situation, for the storm might continue for days and 
I could do little to help him. We could only hope that 
the illness would foUow its usual course and leave him 
in a day or so. 

My fears were not lessened when I awoke at 2 a.m. 
to hear his teeth chattering. He was so cold that he 
could not light the primus. I am afraid I was a very 
unsympathetic companion when I had to get the stove 
going and melt some snow to make a hot drink for him. 
To make matters worse, when I opened the tent door 
to get the snow, a violent gust blew a bucketful on to 
the head of my sleeping bag. That brought out some 
barely muffled remarks about people who get sick at 
high altitudes and cannot get their own hot water. 

As had happened severed times before, by morning 
he was feeling all right and, though a trifle weak, in- 
sisted that we go up to the site of Camp III again. The 
weather had improved considerably but blown snow 
made visibility poor. Anxious to test our route by 
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carrying loads over it, we started out with 25 pounds 
apiece and extra rope for use on places that were still 
too difficult. 

Higher up we found the ice traverse still insuffi- 
ciently protected and had to spend considerable time 
relocating the ropes. I remember in one place trying to 
enlarge some ice steps with my load on my back and a 
single finger linked through the head of a piton for 
balance. Petzoldt, who by now had completely re- 
covered his strength and spirits, unfortunately chose 
this moment to deliver an enlightening and thoroughly 
sound discourse on step-cutting, with particular respect 
to how I might improve my technique. He admitted 
later that this was a poorly timed joke, for he had not 
realized I was hanging on by my eyelashes. Anyway 
he claimed that the blasphemous torrent brought forth 
by his remarks had melted all the ice on the rope 
between us and that for the rest of the day it had been 
much easier to handle. We both agreed that there were 
safer methods of melting frozen ropes. 

During the day the wind had increased again. Just 
below the camp site we had to leave our loads and 
scurry for Camp IL The glacier was visible only mo- 
mentarily through openings in the clouds and generally 
we could see little farther than a rope’s length. It was no 
time to be caught on those slabs. By the time we 
reached the tent the storm had grown so much worse 
that we decided to descend to the glacier camp. 

As we hurried towards the glacier we emerged from 
the storm zone into quiet. We could still look up and 
see the clouds hurtling across the cliflfe in ragged 
patches, as though holes had been torn in them by the 
sharpness of the ridges. Once on the glacier we were 
puzzled, for we could find no trace of camp. Soon, 
however, shouts and waving of scarves farther out on the 
ice announced its position. Bates, fearing that the 
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Storm would deposit snow which might avalanche from 
the upper slopes, had moved the tents 100 yards out, a 
wise precaution, although while we were there no 
avalanches fell. 

It was good to see the Captain, who had just re- 
turned from the French base camp. The gas tins had, 
as he feared, been destroyed by the coolies. He had, 
however, found some tins of meat and vegetables which 
would be a welcome addition to our camp diet. Follow- 
ing his discovery he had dispatched Kitar and Ahdoo 
to Askole to bring back coohes loaded with firewood. 

It was good to be all together again. Even a few days 
away from one’s companions seems like a long time; 
and it seemed longer when the moral and physical sup- 
port of those companions was as much needed as it was 
on such a mountain. We told them our fears about the 
route we had chosen and doubts as to what lay above. 
They in their turn told of stocking Camp II, further 
strengthening the glacier camp, and bringing in the 
outlying caches. The Sherpas, they said, had borne 
themselves well with loads to Camp II and were im- 
patient to be taken higher on the mountain. 

As usual, the reimion was celebrated with such 
culinary gaiety as oirr modest pantry permitted. A hot 
grog was served up and somewhere an excellent fig 
pudding was found. Later two chess games started and 
before we knew it Bates launched into a series of his 
favourite Alaskan sourdough ballads, startling even 
the Sherpas, who peered from their tents in awe. 
Petzoldt was in good form again ; we were all strong 
and, even more important, in good spirits. In spite of 
the imcertainty above Camp III we felt we could still 
go high on the mountain. 

A fine night’s sleep in the sheltered quiet of this 
camp made us eager to get back to Camp II, despite 
the unfavourable weather. Higher up it was still snow- 
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ing hard, but it seemed to be letting up and wc wanted 
to establish two men at the next camp as soon as pos- 
sible. The Captain and Burdsall started off towards 
Base Camp to bring more rope and fuel. The rest of us, 
with three Sherpas, carried loads up to Camp II where 
we settled down to another night of storm. 

Pasang and his Sherpas were snugly, if stuffily, 
packed into their pyramid tent, and to judge from their 
laughter and songs were very happy, in spite of the fact 
that nearly all the inexpensive air mattresses which we 
had purchased for them in Bombay had proved worth- 
less and were little better than ground sheets. They 
slept quite happily, however, curled up on a layer of 
deflated mattresses, ropes and sacks, and we envied 
them they resistance to cold. 

That night we had the worst storm experienced so 
far. Sleep was impossible towards morning, so violently 
were the tents battered by the wind. One moment they 
were as tight as drumheads ; in another they were sud- 
denly limp, as if exhausted and gaining strength for the 
next terrific strain. It was not the continued force of 
the wind that worried us, but the gusts that tore at the 
tent fabric until it seemed as though no material could 
possibly stand it. Above the banging of the tents we 
could hear the gale as it swept across the southern 
slopes of the mountain, the roar rising at times to the 
deep pitch of an organ as it tore over the sharp-crested 
ridge a few feet above the tents. Sometimes there would 
be moments of quiet when all we could hear was the 
distant moan of the high wind above our heads. These 
always presaged more violent activity and we found 
ourselves unconsciously growing tense in anticipation 
of the next blast. The temperature that night dropped 
to 7° F. 

Morning brought some quiet, but it was still too 
dangerous to venture on the slabs above. Bates, 
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Petzoldt and I were content to take the day off, lying 
in the tents, but Houston, active as ever, took the 
Sherpas down to the glacier camp to bring up more 
loads. As wc lolled luxuriously in sleeping bags we 
could not help admiring him, although going out on a 
day like this seemed carrying virtue too far. Thus we 
justified ourselves. 

In spite of the cramped quarters, for we lived two 
to a tent, we spent the day comfortably. There were 
diaries to be brought up to date, food lists to be pre- 
pared, and the inevitable expedition letter which 
should go out with the next mail. Later, when Houston 
returned, having made a record round trip in three 
and a half hours, we discussed plans for the future. 
Since so much depended on weather we could not 
predict, we could do little more than decide who 
should be established at Camp HI when we reached it. 
Petzoldt and Houston — a strong team — ^were agreed 
on. While they reconnoitred farther. Bates and I, with 
the Sherpas, would carry up more supplies. 

When time lagged on our hands and we were tired 
of playing chess or reading, it was considered good 
sport to stir up a debate between Houston and Petzoldt 
on the use of pitons. The former held that their tise 
mechanized mountain climbing to a point where one 
might just as well use a cog railway. He had been 
against their use from the start and had been aghast 
when he learned that the ten which he thought suffi- 
cient had been augmented by an assortment of fifty 
purchased on our way through Paris. Slowly, under 
Petzoldt’s pontifical arguments, he was won over to 
recognizing the protection they gave when natural 
belays were lackmg. Even after they had proved in- 
dispensable for safeguarding the route higher up, how- 
ever, he still condoned their use and referred to them 
apologetically as “iron ware.” 
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Bates remained a strict neutral, in part for reasons 
which did not come out until later. A loyal companion 
of previous trips with Houston in Alaska, he concealed 
a hideous story which was not divulged until we were 
well on our way home and the piton issue a thing of 
the past. It was that once this defender of mountain 
virtue had carried dynamite and blasting caps to the 
top of a corniced ridge and had actually tried to safe- 
guard the route below by blowing the cornice off. Such 
a man indeed we thought would shoot a fox, but while 
the discussion raged in camp we did not have this 
valuable evidence. How could a man hide such a black 
past and argue so sincerely? 

On July 9 it was still blowing, but the worst of the 
storm ha^ passed. Unwilling to lose a day, but still un- 
willing to expose the relatively untried porters on slabs 
made more treacherous by the storm, we left them in 
camp and carried loads ourselves. If we found the route 
safe, they could start carrying next day. Later, after 
they had had more practice, we learned to trust 
Pasang, Phinsoo and Tse Tendrup almost as much as 
we did one another. They developed into skilled rock- 
climbers who could use a rope safely and were depend- 
able on almost any kind of going. At that time, how- 
ever, we were not certain about them and did not take 
chances, in view of the uncertainty of our route. 

On the next day, with the addition of Burdsall and 
the porters, we carried loads to Gamp III, leaving 
Petzoldt and Houston there to cajry on the reconnais- 
sance. They had a real problem, for above, the angle of 
the rock steepened and ice slopes on either side re- 
stricted their movements. We felt guilty at leaving 
them on such an exposed position because they had no 
protection from the wind. Our feais were realized and 
that night they were treated to the fury of a storm 
which made all previous ones seem like gentle zephyrs. 
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With the canvas flaps extending outside tiie tent piled 
high with rocks and the guy ropes lashed to large 
boulders, they got through it all right, but it was a bad 
night. 

In spite of the night they had spent, the two started 
out early next morning to prospect higher. Imme- 
diately above them rose a ridge composed of broken 
rocks loosely frozen together by ice and snow. Several 
hours of delicate climbing brought them to the base of 
a great gendarme or pinnacle which blocked the ridge. 
The south or outside face of this was nearly vertical 
for 150 feet. 

With Houston anchored to a piton driven in at its 
base, Petzoldt edged up past him into an o'^erhanging 
crack towards what looked like a good ledge. It was a 
difficult piece of work, for although the rock here was 
fairly sound the holds sloped down and the crack over- 
hung. After several attempts he managed to reach the 
ledge, where he kept a tight rope on Houston as the 
latter tried to find an easier way around the obstacle. 
From the ledge they worked over to a narrow sloping 
shelf which ran around the side of the buttress, meet- 
ing an insecure scree slope behind it. 

Several hundred feet above this point a waU of 
reddish-brown rock blocked the route completely. 
Thinking that this could be turned via a long tilted 
snow slope to the left, they traversed across a series of 
down-pltmging slabs to the edge of the snow. Here they 
foimd the snow adhering precariously to hard ice. It 
was obviously no choice for a route and they retraced 
their steps to the top of the gendarme — ^thereafter 
dubbed Paul’s Gendarme — ^where they decided Camp 
IV should be located. A chill wind had sprung up, so 
they were not sorry to hurry as fast as they could down 
over the face to the rotten ridge and then to Camp III. 

While they were aigaged in their difficult task Bates 
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and I, with three Sherpas, were carrying another set 
of loads up from Camp II. A short distance below the 
camp Pasang gave a shout and a few moments later 
several small rocks whizzed by. From then on we kept 
careful watch ; it was obvious that the climbers above 
were dislodging them. Rock-fall here puzzled us, for 
ordinarily falling rock will not stay on the crest of a 
ridge but bounce off to either side. As we approached 
Camp III the stone fire stopped, but we were alarmed 
to find that the single tent had two large rips in the side 
towards the mountain — made by rocks which fell 
directly into camp. 

As there were no more stones falling, Petzoldt and 
Houston apparently realizing the danger, we left 
Pasang and Tse Tendrup to set up their tent. This in- 
version of the normal arrangement took place because 
neither Bates nor I liked taking the Sherpas over the 
tricky slabs below that camp. There were only a few 
loads left and we could bring them up with one Sherpa 
the next day, leaving the other two to help with the 
carrying to Camp IV. 

Before departing we left a note for the two climbers, 
telling them about the rocks and asking them to stay in 
camp until we arrived the next morning. At Camp II 
we found Burdsall, who had brought an extra tent, 
stoves, fuel, oatmeal and Sherpa food from Camp I. He 
would now join the Captain at Base Camp. We had 
found that three Sherpas and four sahibs were the most 
efficient group for the sort of climbing we had run into, 
and he kindly agreed to be the necessary link between 
Base Camp and the climbing party higher up on the 
mountain. Between trips to Camp II, he would work 
with the Captain, plane table surveying on the 
Godwin-Austen and Baltoro Glaciers. We said good- 
bye to him next morning, glad to know that the job of 
liaison was in such good hands. 
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July 12 proved to be the worst day on the mountain. 
When Bates and I arrived at Camp III, having relayed 
the last loads, we found the others dutifully waiting for 
us. Anxious not to miss a day’s carrying, they started 
up immediately with Pasang and Tse Tendrup to take 
loads to Gamp IV. After the experience of the day 
before it is hard to see why we decided to do this, for it 
meant leaving three men exposed to possible rock fall 
while the others climbed above. Perhaps it was one of 
the minor effects of altitude that encourages careless- 
ness and chance-taking. Anyway, while Bates and I, 
with Phinsoo, began building the tent platforms, the 
others started up, saying they would be as careful as 
possible with the loose rock. 

It was a serious mistake. When they were 500 feet 
above, the first rock fell. It came right among us, punc- 
turing the tent we had just erected. From then on, at 
infrequent intervals, rocks dropped. Sometimes they 
fell far to one side ; sometimes they flew overhead with 
a high-pitched hum ; sometimes they crashed right into 
camp, bursting like shrapnel as they hit the slope. 
There was no escape, for the gullies to either side and 
below them acted ^e funnels and caught all the stone 
fire. 

A high wind was blowing so the climbers could not 
hear our shouts and thought the rocks were bouncing 
harmlessly out to the sides. At the other end they were 
not having an easy time. Imagine a slate roof piled high 
with rocks of all shapes and sizes. Then imagine climb- 
ing up this without slipping and without knocking a 
rock down on the man below you or on a camp 1,000 
feet lower. Under such conditions the rope itself 
becomes a hazard and may dislodge stones if not 
handled very carefully. 

By the time the others started down we were wild 
and talked of the things we would say when they came. 
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Fortunately we had all shared in the decision to send 
the party up and so we were all to blame. Here was 
an opportunity for a flare-up which, aggravated by 
high altitude, could shatter the morale of any expedi- 
tion — ^we, thoroughly angry at what looked like inex- 
cusable carelessness, the others outraged at so little 
appreciation of the hard job they had done in carrying 
loads to the higher camp. 

As they climbed down into camp, already warned by 
some bitter remarks wafted up to them on the wind, 
they had the tact to keep quiet, finding their cheery 
greeting followed by a dead silence. One look at the 
holes in all three tents was enough to tell them what 
had happened. Hostile eyes peering through the side 
of om: torn tent indicated that the situation demanded 
diplomacy. 

Fortunately they were equal to it. While we sat and 
sulked, seeking the most effective way of voicing our 
great displeasure, they rummaged through the food 
supplies. A short time later they brought humble offer- 
ings of jam, dates, and hot tea hastily conjured out of 
sun-melted snow. With such companions ill-humour 
could not last long, and soon we were laughing sheep- 
ishly at what we had let ourselves in for. We agreed 
that hereafter no one should be at Gamp III while men 
climbed above, and as soon as possible it was to be 
used only as a dump for supplies. 

That evening Bates and Houston made a careful 
check of all food and fuel. They knew almost to the 
ounce how much pemmican, vegetables, oatmeal, etc., 
would be needed for so many days’ stay at each camp, 
and our loads had been made up on that basis. It now 
was necessary to know exactly how much longer our 
food would last and still give us a margin of safety. Not 
only must food be taken higher to new camps but some 
must be left at camps en route for use on the way down. 
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We found that we still had food for almost three weeks. 
This meant that we had only about ten days of climb- 
ing time left, for we always planned on a reserve to see 
us through a prolonged storm. Moreover, we realized 
now that descent between camps in any sort of a storm 
might have very serious consequences. Therefore, we 
could not risk being caught high up with insufficient 
food and fuel. 

Our main staple now was pemmican, which filled 
most of our meat requirements. This, cooked for a few 
minutes in boiling water with dried vegetables and 
crackers added, made a most nutritious dish. The fat, 
rice, raisins and dried meat of which it was composed 
did tend to become a trifle dull, yet our appetites were 
nearly always good enough to overcome this, and we 
had smaller quantities of other foods, such as tinned 
fish and meat, to vary the diet. 

Petzoldt’s ingenuity at concocting new and tasty 
dishes was amazing. One of his most successful was 
“Klim Skardu” — ^nothing more than Klim, hot water, 
butter, sugar and salt. Under ordinary circumstances 
it might not have been relished, but with our ravenous 
appetites it was in constant demand. It was generally 
agreed that the flavour closely resembled an oyster stew 
— alas, lacking in oysters. 

Breakfast is perhaps the most interesting, though not 
the most pleasant, meal at these altitudes. It is interest- 
ing in that it requires the ultimate in close co-operation 
and planning to achieve the relatively simple aims of 
getting fed and dressed. 

To begin with, two sleeping bags just fill a Meade 
tent. At their head, tucked in between them, the little 
primus stove is always ready in the morning. The more 
energetic climber places a small piece of meta under- 
neath the burner, lights it, and, stffi in his sleeping bag, 
watches it amdously. After a few minutes, when the 
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burner seems hot enough, pressure is built up by means 
of the pump and the burner slowly fed gas. When the 
flame is steady, a dekshi containing either ice or hard- 
packed snow is placed on it. Usually we stored water in 
a dekshi, wrapping it up carefully to prevent freezing, 
so it would be available in the morning. The situation 
from this point on becomes fraught with danger, for if 
the floor is uneven, as it always is, there is a good 
chance of knocking the whole business over. This, when 
it happened, was a great tragedy, for not only was 
hard-won liquid lost, but sleeping bags and tent were 
made messy and the long process of melting snow must 
start again. 

While the snow or ice is melting both men usually 
remain in their bags unless an early start is called for. 
When the weather is good this period of grace is neces- 
sary, for boots, unless slept with, must be put outside 
in the sun. Becoming damp in the daytime, they in- 
variably freeze at night and have to be thawed out 
before they can be put on one’s feet. When the leather 
has to be softened over the primus the confusion is 
vast. High-altitude boots are large enough anyway, but 
when they are held over a tiny primus which is trying 
to heat a dekshi of water as well, the situation becomes 
impossible. 

When the water has come to a boil part is poured 
into the ever-ready pint mugs, tea bags are dropped in, 
sugar and Klim added, and the strength-giving morn- 
ing brew is drunk. While this is sipped, oatmeal or 
commeal is put in the remaining boiling water and by 
the time the mugs are empty the cereal is ready to eat. 
Butter or Klim and sugar are added generoxisly, and all 
too soon it is finished and breakfast is over. 

If the camp is to be moved, the next step is the de- 
flating of the air mattresses. This is done simply by un- 
screwing the valve. It is the finest way for a man of 
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weak character to get himself out of bed, foi in the 
comfort and warmth of his sleeping bag he can by a 
simple and irreversible decision let the air out of his 
mattress. As it subsides — and it is a very weak-minded 
person indeed who screws up the valve agadn — the 
rocks beneath the tent floor, gently at first, then more 
forcefully, prod him into action. 

If camp is to be moved, air mattresses are imme- 
diately hung outside the tent to dry off, for they fre- 
quently become very wet from melted snow and ice. 
Sleeping bags also are aired and particular care is given 
to their mouths where the breath of the sleeper has 
condensed to ice during the night. Loads for the day 
are then assembled. By that time the mattresses and 
bags are dry and can be rolled up into their light 
covers. The tent is dismantled and rolled up, with the 
bamboo poles carefully placed in the inside of the 
bundle; then loads of 30-40 pounds are completed 
and swung on, the men are roped together, and 
creakingly the party moves upward. 

If camp is not to be moved, the procedure is more 
simple. Dekshis filled with tightly packed snow are 
placed on the rocks so they will absorb heat from the 
sun, and snow is piled on the flaps of the tent, so that 
when the men return in the evening the tiresome and 
fuel-depleting process of melting snow over the primus 
will be unnecessary. All the tent openings are tightly 
tied, guy ropes are checked, and the camp remains safe 
and snug until ready for use in the afternoon. 

With all four sahibs and three porters carrying the 
next morning, we started up the treacherous ridge. 
Before doing so we took the precaution of dropping all 
the tents and covering them and the supplies with flat 
rocks to save them from injury. Soon it wais obvious 
that no matter how much care was exercised it was 
impossible to avoid dislodging rocks. Those of us who 
o 
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had suffered from the bombardment of the previous 
afternoon felt much better disposed and indeed won- 
dered why more rocks had not come down. Except 
where patches of ice or snow held them tightly 
together, they were like a house of cards, ready to 
collapse at the slightest provocation. 

Two hours of careful climbing brought us to the base 
of the gendarme turned two days before. Despite a 
fixed knotted rope it proved hard to surmount. We 
were all, except the leader of the first rope, exceedingly 
thankful to be belayed by a stout climbing rope from 
above. Even Petzoldt, who had led it originally, ad- 
mitted that it had not grown easier. 

The scramble around to the side and up behind the 
gendarme took a long time as the rock was shaly and 
had a tendency to slide. Somehow the realization that 
a few feet below, the ground sloped off to a vertical 
cliff, ending thousands of feet lower, made the slowly 
moving rocks ominous. A slip of only a few inches 
seemed like the begiiming of a slide that inevitably 
would carry a man over the cliff. This, however, did 
not happen, and after about five hours we reached the 
site for Camp IV. 

Lunch here was a delightful affair, the more so since 
the porters insisted on hurrying through theirs so they 
could build the tent platform. Their love of building 
things out of rocks was a source of constant amazement 
to us. When it came to building tent platforms we were 
quite willing to let them indulge themselves to the 
utmost. 

Lunch away from an established camp was usually 
the most appreciated of all. In the first place we 
allowed ourselves delicacies such as dates, figs, cheese, 
crackers, and malted milk tablets, which were not or- 
dinarily included in other meals. Of these the malted 
milk tablets, early nicknamed “go quick tablets,” were 
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Standard and could be had at any time; the others 
were saved only for lunches. Each morning we put a 
flat tin of chocolate flavoured malted milk tablets in 
a pocket and munched them on and off during the day. 
While resting, it was customary for one man to pass 
around his tin politely to the others with all the 
4ecorum which in another age would have marked the 
passing around of a snuff-box. 

But the pleasantness of lunch — except of course on 
days of bad weather — came from other sources too. 
With only half a day’s work behind us we generally 
were not so tired as we were in the late afternoon and 
our minds were more receptive to impressions and to 
each other’s conversation. Also, there were none of the 
minor drudgeries that always preceded a more formal 
meal at camp — ^no empty primus stoves to fill, no snow 
to be laboriously scraped into piles for melting, no 
damp boots to be taken off and tilted precariously 
against rocks so the last rays of the afternoon sun could 
partly dry them. Instead of all these and many other 
bothersome chores, the only problem was to find a 
comfortable place to sit. The human anatomy is sur- 
prisingly well adapted to irregular terrain and even on 
the sloping ledges we could generally make our pos- 
teriors conform comfortably. Often we kept our packs 
on, for the pack frame makes an admirable back rest, 
more form fitting even than a deck chair. 

If one person were carrying the lunch we waited 
until he had unpacked it. Then the individual shares 
were laid out and each individual, taking his, would 
retire to his nook and try to make the delicacies last as 
long as possible. As we went higher and became 
divided into smaller parties, the lunch ingredients were 
stowed in each person’s capacious pockets, to be eaten 
all at once or spaced out during the day. The Sherpas 
in the meantime would be huddled together eating 
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their rations, consisting mostly of chupattis cooked 
over their primus at breakfast 

Sitting in the warm sun, with the toils of the ascent 
temporarily forgotten, we could reflect more cheer- 
fully on our progress. From Gamp IV at 21,500 feet, 
we could look down on the glacier, now 4,000 feet 
below, and recall the many days we had spent on it 
wondering if we were ever to get higher. Even the 
huge lateral moraines on the lower Godwin-Austen 
now looked like narrow roads. We knew from ex- 
perience, however, that some of them were hundreds 
of yards wide. The tremendous crevasses that had 
blocked us below Camp I were now only faint pencil 
lines. 

All too soon our reveries had to end, for the return- 
ing party must start down in order to get the slow, tire- 
some descent over before evening. Bates and I were left 
behind at this camp to find a route over the reddish- 
brown cliff that apparently blocked further progress. 
We said good-bye, hoping that when we saw them next 
we should have solved this new problem. 

For what was left of the short afternoon we studied 
the forbidding wall above us carefully. It gave little 
encouragement. Although broken in several places 
by wide cracks, it was uniformly steep and the strata 
seemed to slope down even steeper than on other parts 
of the ridge. After outlining several possibilities, with- 
out much conviction, we completed the rock platform 
started by the porters and soon had the tent in position 
for the night. As usual the temperature dropped sud- 
denly, this time to 20° F., as soon as we were in the 
shadow cast by the summit. We sat for a long time out- 
side, muffled in our heaviest clothes, watching the 
peaks of the Karakoram blaze in the last light of the 
day. First the lower ones, last the highest, died into dull 
steel-grey. Only a few golden clouds high in the pale 
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blue sky reassured us that the sun had not died. Soon 
even they faded into twilight and the deep Himalayan 
night swallowed up mountains, glaciers and humans 
alike. 

The next morning the early sun shone bright on our 
tent. In spite of this it was not until nearly nine that we 
were ready to leave. Even after steady practice it was 
a great effort to make an early start, and partly because 
of the cold we rarely started action until the sun had 
warmed the tent a little. This otherwise unmixed bless- 
ing had only one drawback : the warm rays melted the 
frost formed on the inside of the tent by our breaths 
during the night. This dripped down on necks and 
sleeping bags and did not help tempers in the already 
trying process of preparing breakfast. The situation, 
however, could be remedied by beating the tent roof 
and then retiring hastily inside one’s sleeping bag, to 
emerge only when the moisture had stopped dripping. 

Armed with 400 feet of extra rope as well as ice and 
rock pitons, we tackled the ice slope that led to the 
cliff. Like most of the ice we had met on the mountain 
it was very tough and required many blows of the ice 
axe to fashion an adequate step. It took more than an 
hour to reach the base of the cliff, though it was only 
75 feet above the tent. 

The surface of the rock — ^here lying at about 80® — 
had given the impression from Gamp IV that it was 
well broken by cracks and tiny ledges. The ledges 
ttimed out to be diminutive indeed and sloping so 
sharply that they were of little use for anything but 
friction holds. The cracks were too narrow to insert 
a finger into and penetrated the rock only an inch or 
so. We at last decided to try a great slanting gash that 
led off to the left, which, because it slanted diagonally, 
partially compensated for the steepness of the cliff. 
Two other foutes we had considered looked no easier 
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and their tops were guarded by lo-foot ovcrhaugiiig 
snow cornices. It was this choice or none, we thought. 

Ten feet from the base of the crack was a tooth of 
rock three feet high standing a foot away from the cliff. 
Bates cut large steps for his feet below this, tied himself 
firmly to it and passed my rope behind it. It was an 
excellent belay, but would be of little use to me when 
I got higher in the crack. Traversing from his perch to 
the crack was tricky. Once there, I was glad to drive a 
heavy piton in and loop my rope to it. This was the 
only crack that could be used for such a purpose for the 
first 50 feet. 

While Bates held my rope tight I rested, for the sides 
of the gash above were smooth and I would need all my 
strength. With feet and hands gripping both sides, I 
climbed up 20 feet to where the walls flared outward 
and became so smooth that I had to put my back 
against one and feet against the other to hitch myself 
up a few inches at a time. 

It was at this point I discovered that I had neglected 
to leave my crampons with Bates, for they were in my 
rucksack, pressing into my back and catching on the 
rock. This carele^ness cost me dear, but after a while 
I was able to use feet and hands on both sides of the 
chimney. A little ledge 40 feet up gave me a timely rest, 
for any progress under such conditions is exhausting. 
I remember spending precious strength trying to drive 
in another piton so I could loop my rope through it 
and slide down, but the metal only crumpled up after 
penetrating a half-inch of rock. 

I felt I was pretty close to my margin of safety, but 
there were no piton cracks and I thought anything 
would be better than climbing down without some pro- 
tection from above. Bates, who had been unable to 
hear the comments I had made because he was out of 
sight and the clatter of little pebbles made too much 
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noise, shouted up that maybe I had better come down. 
It was a suggestion I certainly would have liked to fol- 
low. I could only shout back to let the rope slide 
through the lower piton easily so as not to catch and 
throw me off balance. 

Another struggle of 15 feet took me beyond where 
the chimney narrowed to a foot and a half, its back a 
wall of ice, and placed me on some holds wide enough 
for my boots. Still another rest and I scrambled over 
the easier upper part, emerging on a tiny ridge 80 feet 
above Bates. The whole climb from our tent had taken 
two and a half hours and I was then less than 150 feet 
above it. 

Bates was by now nearly frozen, having remained in 
the same position for almost two hours, but there was a 
delay until I could tie myself on to a rock and belay 
him. I must admit it gave me a vicarious satisfaction to 
hear his mutterings as he struggled up between the 
outward flaring walls. We were all to curse that place 
more than once afterwards. 

When he reached the top of the cliff we congratu- 
lated each other, for ahead of us easy snow slopes rose 
for several hundred feet. Hurrying up these, we came 
to a buttress of black rock beneath which we decided 
Camp V must be. It was only 500 feet above Camp IV, 
but a search a couple of hundred feet higher revealed 
only narrow rounded ledges which would not hold 
tents. We had now reached a point on the ridge at the 
base of what we called “the great black pyramid.” 
Actually it was the last upswing on the ridge before it 
ended on the snow plateau at 25,000 feet. This was still 
over 2,000 feet above us and the going did not look 
easy. 

The return to the top of the chimney was a fast one, 
so we spent much time placing a fixed rope in the 
whole length of the gully. Bates, who tested it out on 
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the descent, declared it insufficient and alter I Ixad 
followed him I agreed. We were both too tired to do 
any more that day, so we left it, hoping we would have 
strength to climb it again the next day. 

While we were engaged in this wc saw Petzoldt and 
two porters arrive in camp, deposit their loads and 
leave again — their light-brown clothing making them 
almost invisible against the brownish rock. Petzoldt 
shouted up congratulations and told us that Houston 
had gone to Gamp II for mail and more food. Both of 
them, with the three Sherpas, would come up the next 
day to stay. This was good news, for it meant that the 
attack on the upper part of the ridge could be speeded 
up. Then they disappeared one by one over the edge 
of the slope, Petzoldt’s great figure remaining the last 
as he paid out the rope to the porters below. 

July 15 was fully as good as the previous day, so wc 
started out with 25-pound loads towards Camp V, 
The chimney was made easier by tying loops in the 
fixed rope every foot, but it remained almost as difficult 
to climb with the fixed rope as without. There were so 
few footholds that nearly all of one’s weight (plus his 
pack) had to be held by the arms. Pulling hand over 
hand was exhausting. 

When we returned, after leaving the loads at the 
camp site, we found the rest of the party assembled 
around the tent at Camp IV. Both Petzoldt and 
Houston had carried packs weighing more than 50 
pounds over the difficult route from Gamp III. It was 
then only noon, so we decided after lunch to go up 
again with loads and leave Petzoldt and Houston at 
the next camp to reconnoitre farther. Houston told of 
a note from Burdsall at Camp II reporting all well 
with the Captain at Base Camp. He had brought up 
with him a great bundle of mail. This had been carried 
firom Srinagar by regular mail coolie to Shigar, where 
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it had been picked up by a special mail rumicr and 
brought five days’ march to Askole. From there it had 
been brought to Base Camp by Ahdoo, who was 
escorting the wood coolies. Some of the letters were 
postmarked in the United States only five weeks pre- 
viously, having been sent air mail. Burdsall had also 
reported the arrival at Base Camp of a coolie laden 
exclusively with eggs, an item of food for which we 
then all had a great craving. The note confirmed our 
previous arrangements for thirty-five coolies to come in 
on July 26 to take us out. He and the Captain were 
about to establish, on the Baltoro Glacier, a camp from 
which they planned to fill in a blank spot on the map 
just east of Masherbrum Peak. 

After lunch the four of us started out with food and 
equipment for Camp V. The Sherpas were left in 
camp, as getting seven loaded men over the cliff 
would have taken more time than we had that day. 
Even four men took long enough, and it was late when 
Bates and I left Houston and Petzoldt at the upper 
camp. We planned to return with the Sherpas the next 
day. In the meantime the reconnaissance pair were to 
try to locate a route to another camp on the upper 
part of the ridge. 

The descent of the chimney late that afternoon was 
more trying than usual but in camp below us were 
bundles of mail which had not been opened at lunch. 
It took all our self-control to come down slowly and 
safely, for this was the first mail that had reached us 
since we left home three months before. Once at camp 
we exercised even more self-control and completed all 
the chores for the night before lying on our sleeping 
bags and devouring our mail. It was like a ray of sun- 
shine to read letters written by family and friends of 
an outside world. For two months since leaving Srina- 
gar we had been so wrapped up in ourselves and in the 
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problems of the expedition tiiat we had given little 
thought to what might have been happening outside. 
Such isolation from the normal world has both a good 
and a bad effect. Its good effect is that there is little 
chance to compare one’s present situation with that 
enjoyed by friends at home. The trials of frozen boots, 
cold hands, damp socks, balky stoves, melted snow in 
the tent — all these and many others become an 
accepted part of one’s life in the high mountains, just as 
do the magnificent scenery, the feeling of accomplish- 
ment after a successful day, the companionship of one’s 
partners. It is too easy to compare the disagreeable 
parts of one’s life in the mountains with the comforts of 
civilization — ^good food, warm beds, reasonable physi- 
cal security ; but as long as these are kept in the back- 
ground it is much easier for the individual to accept 
the hardships and stresses to which he is being sub- 
jected. 

There is no doubt in my mind that it is the petty 
inconveniences and discomforts and the uncertainty 
that exercise most of the influence on a mountain 
climber’s adjustment or lack of adjustment to the un- 
natural environment which he craves. The actual 
physical and mental effects of high altitude and the 
conflicts of personalities also exert a strong influence, 
but they are in a different category and may be termed 
the background on which the minor influences are 
super-imposed. 

In so far as the climber can avoid comparisons which 
by their vividness make him dissatisfied with his en- 
vironment, he has a good chance of satisfactorily ad- 
justing himself. When he begins to think too much of 
these comparisons, the resulting dissatisfaction may 
make him acutely unhappy and a complete loss to his 
party. That is what I term the bad effect of too close 
contact with the outside world. 
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On the other hand, there are beneficial effects which 
may outweigh the bad ones suggested above. One is 
very Hkely, when trying to climb a mountain which 
approaches his limits of strength and morale, to lose all 
perspective. Failure to find a route on a given day, loss 
of time because of bad weather, even such a minor inci- 
dent as the loss of a spoon or a cherished article of 
clothing can assume an importance out of all propor- 
tion to its actual significance. A few days of frustration 
may seem a real catastrophe, whereas if they could be 
viewed with some perspective they would be nothing 
more than temporary delays, like the breaking down 
of one’s car or missing a train. As difficulties and 
reverses pile up, they may have the same effect as 
obstacles that are actually insurmountable. 

During such crises news from the outside world has 
a tranquillizing effect. Other people are living their 
lives, meeting frustration, overcoming obstacles which 
to them are fully as important as any met in the moun- 
tains. This realization, brought home by letters or 
other outside contact, is like a dash of cold water, 
bringing the mountain climber out of his self-centred 
world into the world of reality where billions of others 
are facing the problems and uncertainties of life too. 
This, I think, is a strong argument for the use of radio 
on expeditions or at least for adequate postal contacts. 
If the above makes any sense it is that the mountain 
climber, however strange his field of endeavour, is 
essentially no different in his reactions from the billions 
of his brethren who are content to meet life on level 
ground. 

For whatever reason. Bates and I both felt greatly 
cheered by the letters we read in our little tent at 
22,500 feet. We read them and re-read them countless 
times, putting them away carefully at last to be saved 
and enjoyed again. I for one vowed that no fnend of 
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mine on a protracted expedition should go without 
some word from me. 

Things were going much better than wc had ex- 
pected, more than compensating for the discourage- 
ments of reconnaissance. We had established five 
camps over difficult terrain, were acclimatizing well, 
were still congenial, and although the end of food and 
time was in sight, going well. How high we would get 
we did not know. The summit was very far away but 
there was still hope. Behind that was a consciousness 
that many once serious obstacles lay below us. Perhaps 
those ahead might be overcome in the same way. 


I 
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Chapter XIII Last Camps 

O N Saturday the i6th, Petzoldt and I ambitiously 
started the primus at five o’clock, hoping to get 
away early. But at seven when we finally started, a cold 
wind and threatening snow drove us back to lie in our 
tents for an hour. Then the sun broke through the 
clouds and we started off again. From previous inspec- 
tion we felt that the right side of the buttress above 
Camp V was more hopeful than the steep snow gully, 
the beginning of which was just visible to the left. 

223 
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I led ofF and travel sed a steep snow-covci cd ice slope 
where crampons were necessary, but we were soon 
forced to climb directly up the right side of the butticss. 
The rock was very exposed and flaky, and in addition 
covered with powder snow, which made for considei - 
able anxiety on the part of the leader and the second 
man. We found ourselves barely 200 feet above camp 
after several hours of hard work. To our great disap- 
pointment such difficult climbing clearly made this no 
route for supporting higher camps, and we turned 
back. 

After the usual luncheon, our spirits rose again, and 
shortly after noon we turned to the left side of the ridge 
where we worked up a steep snow gully. Here the snow 
was veiy deep and fell away out of sight in the depths 
below, giving the climbing party an eerie feeling of in- 
security. Fortunately, the snow soon led to the top of 
the buttress, and we climbed easily for several hundred 
feet. Paul’s almost uncanny ability to smell out the best 
route several yards in advance was a great help, but we 
soon reached very nasty broken rock which gave rise to 
considerable profanity from the second man as small 
stones were knocked down on him. We persevered and 
came to a tiny nook at the foot of another large gen- 
darme which seemed to be as difficult as the one above 
Gamp V. 

It was then four o’clock and the weather was getting 
stormy, so we turned back to camp, where we found 
Bates and House with the three Sherpas cosily en- 
sconced in the tents it had taken them all afternoon to 
pitch. We all crowded into one small tent to devour a 
supper cooked by Paul which almost surpassed his pre- 
vious culinary efforts. After supper some renditions 
firom the Oxford Book of English Verse sent us off to 
our sleeping bags in a very contented mood. 

The wind rose steadily all evening and we fell asleep 
to the ominous flapping of the tents. The outlook for 
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morning was gloomy, and we woke at five to find our- 
selves completely surrounded by mist. Breakfast was 
started to the inevitable drip, drip, drip of frost melting 
on the inside of the roof. One of the dekshis, knocked 
over by a blowing tent wall, drenched someone’s sleep- 
ing bag. The waiter, carrying breakfast to the other 
tent, almost froze his hands in the wind. All in all it 
was a nasty morning. 

At eight the weather had improved slightly and 
we decided to push on to Camp VI carrying our 
sleeping bags. The support party plaimed to start 
several hours later and establish one tent with food at 
Camp VI, while Petzoldt and I made an attempt to 
go still higher. We started off bundled in windproof 
suits, mittens, and helmets. Once out of the shelter of 
the ridge we felt the full force of the wind, which, laden 
with cloud and snow, howled through the rocks. Im- 
mediately beards frosted over and hands and feet 
became numb. We realized the imminent danger of 
frostbite, and, fearing that wc soon might not be able 
to find our way back through the storm, returned to 
camp. The others, who had evidently been worried 
about us, came from their tents with hot drinks, and 
Pasang greeted us with, “Just like Nanga Parbat, 
sahibs,” and then proceeded to pull off boots and rub 
frozen feet into consciousness. 

We spent the rest of the day encouraging our spirits 
with continuous feasting. Lunch began as usual and 
was continued with small titbits until time for tea. Tea 
in turn was prolonged into high tea, and finally into 
supper. Then, after long conferences, comparisons of 
this and previous weather, and general optimistic 
imaginings, we found it necessary to take a small sus- 
taining snack to see us through the night. Even with 
that, when we turned in about eight o’clock, our spirits 
were very low. The wind was increasing in violence, 
blowing heavy clouds from the west. Driven snow froze 
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on the tents and the temperature was steadily falling. 
Our snug sleeping bags were very welcome. 

To our surprise, Monday the i 8 th was one of the 
most perfect days we had yet seen. Every peak about us 
stood out brilliantly clear, topped with purple and pink 
in the early morning light. The wind had disappeared, 
the new snow had been mostly blown from the rocks, 
and, best of all, the morning’s sun warmed our tents 
rapidly. In this calm weather breakfast was pleasant to 
prepare, and Petzoldt and I got away before eight, 
carrying our sleepers and a light lunch. We reached the 
perch which was to serve for Camp VI well before noon 
and left our loads. Petzoldt then started off to the left 
of the buttress and almost immediately was stopped by 
steep snow-covered slabs. After an hour of futile at- 
tempts to find some route over which these could be 
crossed, we turned back and tackled the right side. This 
seemed on first inspection to be even more severe, but I 
found a chimney about 20 feet straight up which was 
climbed with some difficulty. At the top of this an airy 
traverse, still on the right side of the ridge, was secured 
by several pitons and brought us to a platform barely 
200 feet above the camp site. 

The support party arrived about this time with tents, 
food, and the usual imprecations about falling rock. 
They had been subjected to occasional bombardments 
of small fragments, although the larger stones had 
fallen clear of them on either side of the ridge. As 
Petzoldt and I worked still higher. Bates and House, at 
first incredulous about the possibilities for pitching two 
tents, or even one, on the narrow shelf, set to work to 
achieve the impossible. The Sherpas, with their natural 
zest for masonry, constructed three dubious platforms 
and set up one tent for the reconnoitring party. The 
group then returned to Gamp V, planning to bring up 
the final loads next day. 

Petzoldt and I meanwhile were finding some trouble 
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with the route above. In several places fixed ropes were 
necessary, and the ice in the gullies at cither side of the 
ridge very elFcctively kept us on its crest. About 500 
feet above camp, Paul lost a mitten, which blew over 
the edge and vanished in a second. This was serious, for 
to lose irretrievably so vital a protection makes one 
fully realize the narrow margin between warm hands 
and frostbite. About us the downy cloud which seemed 
always to hang in this part of Abruzzi ridge was dank 
and clammy but we reached a point from which we 
could see easy going for several hundred yards before 
starting back towards camp. The blessed support party 
had blown up air mattresses, laid out sleeping bags, 
and even melted a few precious spoonfuls of water. Tea 
was soon ready and, during the usual pemmican sup- 
per, plans were laid for morning. 

The night was cold and very beautiful. For the first 
time we noticed a full moon, which gave the high peaks 
about us a rare, ethereal glory, but the night was too 
cold to admire for long our superb surroundings. 
In the morning, the weather was partially clear, 
though thick, dark clouds appeared to the east. This 
was unusual, for generally the clouds appeared in the 
west and south. We wondered if the long anticipated 
break in our good weather were upon us. Fortunately, 
about nine o’clock the west wind sprang up and for 
several hours we could see the battle of the winds with 
great rolling masses of mist sweeping over Windy Gap, 
there to be met by a stronger wind from Kashmir 
which drove them back into Turkistan. The sun 
warmed the rocks and the day became very comfort- 
able. 

Soon Petzoldt and I had passed our high point 
reached the day before and were well on our way up 
the famous Black Pyramid which caps Abruzzi ridge. 
This was to be the crux of the climb, for ever since our 
first examination of it, we felt that the last thousand 
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feet leading on to the great snow shoulder was by far 
the most difficult and inaccessible stretch of all. \Vc 
were very excited, but the severity of the rock work 
kept our minds completely on the business at hand. 
Petzoldt again skilfully anticipated the best route 
several minutes before we reached it, and by noon we 
came to a steep snow gully which we had studied from 
below and up which Paul had predicted our route 
would lead to the top of the pyramid. 

For an exhausting half-hour we kicked steps up the 
narrowing gully, and were finally forced to traverse out 
to the right on to perilous-looking slopes. More pitons 
were used, their protection being very welcome. A slip 
on these slopes would have landed us in Camp I after 
a rapid but by no means comfortable journey. Shortly 
after noon we shook hands at the top of the Black 
Pyramid at an altitude of approximately 24,500 feet. 
Abruzzi ridge had been conquered and we had found 
a route to the snowfields of the 25,000-foot shoulder. 

The exhilaration of that moment was not due en- 
tirely to our altitude. Most of the Karakoram was in 
view before us. Far to the south-west the white cone of 
Nanga Parbat rose high above the snow peaks about 
it. Broad Peak, graceful as ever, seemed near enough to 
touch across the glacier below. Masherbrum, farther to 
the west, was clear and beautiful. We wondered 
whether its summit had been reached by our friends of 
the British party. Still we had no view into the Shaks- 
gam to the north. That was to come later. 

After a restful cigarette, which seemed especially 
welcome at these high altitudes, we turned again to our 
task. Above us was a steep, high slope spotted with 
patches of powder snow. To our left a bri^ rock ridge 
fell away into nothing, and on the right, above a great 
cliff, was a small slope leading to a broken ice-fall which 
came from the 25,000-foot shoulder. The last seemed 
the easiest and safest route, and we began to cut steps 
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for a horizontal traverse towards the ice-fall. The pure 
green ice fell away sharply to an awful abyss below, for 
it lay at an angle of 45”. It is possible that this ice 
could have been formed by wind or pressure, but in the 
face of existing theories we think it more likely that 
melting of the snow must take place even as high as 
24,500 feet. An hour’s work was needed to cut some 
eighty steps, and to drive two ice pitons to secure our 
passage ; we then landed in the middle of a great ice- 
fall formed of blocks and towers of firmly packed snow 
tumbled from the summit of K2. We puzzled a way 
through this maze to find ourselves on a 30° snow slope 
with clear sailing ahead. Up this we plodded, going 
slower and slower, and being reminded more and more 
of our advanced altitude. Around three o’clock we 
emerged at the top of the snow slope 300 feet below the 
long-sought 25,347-foot point. 

Here at last was one landmark whose altitude we 
knew precisely from previous triangulations, and which 
had been the focal point of our eyes for many weeks. 
Alas, the summit was still out of sight above us. Be- 
tween us and the face of the cone stretched another 
small slope whose gentle curve hid the final rock pyra- 
mid from our anxious gaze. It was too late to go farther, 
so Paul took photographs of our magnificent surround- 
ings as we turned back towards Camp VL When we ar- 
rived, we found the support party stubbornly, though 
not comfortably, established in three precariously- 
pitched tents. They too had their tale to tell, for they 
had carried 35-poimd loads up from Camp V over the 
loose stones below. The Sherpas and Bates and House 
had laboured all afternoon in this restricted space, 
chopping away rocks frozen in the ice and building up 
braced but sloping platforms for the two other tents. 

We now felt furdier removed firom the common 
world than ever before, for our tiny camp site clung in- 
securely to the steep slabs, and the nearest level ground 
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which we could see was some 7,000 feet below us on the 
Godwin-Austen Glaciei'. Life at home, with its compli- 
cations, petty annoyances, hopes and struggles, seemed 
futile and very, very far away. And yet our thoughts 
were frequently with our friends and families. We all 
felt that could we only be home for a few days, our 
energies and enthusiasm would be greatly strengthened 
and we could attack the last few thousand feet with re- 
newed vigour. Our nearest contact with home con- 
sisted of letters which we could be writing, but, alas, 
never seemed to do. 

After dinner came a council of war, by far the most 
serious and decisive of the many we had had. With us 
in Camp VI we had perhaps ten days of food and fuel. 
Several camps below were well stocked, so that we 
could retreat without taking food or tents with us. 
Above us we were certain at least two more camps 
would be necessary were we to reach the summit. This 
meant that each camp would need at least seven days 
of food, and several days must be consumed in estab- 
lishing them. Our margin of safety was getting very 
slim. Should we push on higher as fast as possible, 
hoping that our brilliant weather would continue? Or 
should we play the conservative game and retreat in 
full marching order? The latter was undoubtedly the 
wiser move, but somehow, having worked so long and 
gone so far, we felt that a small chance must be taken. 

The big question was the weather. If we were sure 
the good weather would continue, we would be quite 
safe to go higher for two more camps, returning only 
when our food was almost eschausted. With good 
weather and without mishap, we felt that we could 
reach the summit. On the other hand, if a storm should 
break in two or three days, we would have no alterna- 
tive but to wait until the weather cleared again. 

The mere thought of climbing down in storm over 
our route, which had been difficult enough under per- 
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feet conditions, vvas horrif\ing. In storm or even after 
fresh snow, we would be in serious trouble on House’s 
Chimney, on Petzoldt’s Gendarme, and on the slopes 
below Camp III. The long delays required for safe 
assurance of each climber would mean certain frost- 
bite if we retreated in a storm. No, there was no alter- 
native. Wc must go down in good weather. 

Therefore, we must cither turn back before the 
storm broke or else be prepared to wait until the storm 
had exhausted its fury. 'That there was to be a storm in 
the near future seemed probable. We had had two 
weeks of almost uninterrupted clear weather at a time 
in the season when all authorities agreed the weather 
was bound to change, and for the last two days the 
cloud bank over Turkistan had grown ominously 
larger. A storm was certainly to be expected, but how 
severe it would be was a question that time alone 
could solve. All our previous storms had lasted only 
three to five days, but the French Expedition in 1936 
had lain in their tents for two solid weeks of snow and 
wind. It was becoming increasingly evident that we 
could advance at most but one camp higher. 

Our first objective had been the establishment of a 
safe and direct route to the summit. Our second ob- 
jective far overshadowed the first — ^to bring the entire 
party home unscathed. We felt that in reaching the 
great snowfield below the summit cone we had well 
completed our first objective. Abnizzi ridge, though far 
from an easy route, was a direct one, and if discretion 
was used, a safe way to the summit. 

After several hotnrs of discussion, we finally decided 
that we would still be within our margin of safety if 
two men were established as high as possible with three 
days of food, with the understanding that they would 
return immediately should bad weather threaten. 
Those two could dimb in one day as high on the sum- 
mit cone as time and strength would allow before re- 
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turning to (^amp VI and beginning the rcticat. It was 
a difficult decision. We all felt its gravity but agreed 
that it was the only one which could be made, a 
compromise between our vaulting ambitions and 
safety. 

Who then were to be the two chosen? The whole 
group had made plans as a committee ; each man was 
in perfect condition, and each man equally able to 
carry the burden of the final climb. But Petzoldt and I 
had reconnoitred the route, and the few extra days of 
high altitude had presumably acclimatized us slightly 
better. Accordingly House and Bates volunteered to 
establish camp for us, and return to Camp VI while 
we two went higher. No one slept soundly that night, 
for we all realized that our adventure was drawing to a 
close, and that the high goal which we had set ourselves 
was to be unattained. 

On the morning of the 20th we had again perfect 
weather, confirming our decision of the previous even- 
ing. Above us the sky was a dark inky blue, a sky of 
very high altitude. Far to the west a tiny cloud bank 
kissed the top of Nanga Parbat. There was no wind — 
our weather was still holding. Four loads were made, 
one for each sahib, for the Sherpas, we felt, had 
reached the limits of their climbing ability. Just before 
we left, the indomitable Pasang begged to be taken, 
and we could not resist his smile or his spirit, so our 
loads were lightened to make a fifth pack. We did not 
consider the other two Sherpas, stalwart though they 
had been, capable of going higher over the increasingly 
difficult route. We left them to drowse in the sun. 

House and Petzoldt started first on one rope, while 
Bates, Pasang and I followed closely. Our spirits were 
high, but a curious lethargy lay over the party. Perhaps 
it was a teeling of defeat, a regret at nearing the end of 
our climb, or perhaps altitude was beginning to take 
toll. Bates was complaining of stomach trouble, his first 
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mishap on tiic outiK' trip. Our loads were light, under 
ao’pounds, but progress was very slow. 

Not until afternoon did we reach the top of the snow 
gully with its tricky ledge leading liighcr to the top of 
the Black Pyramid, where we snatched a quick lunch, 
rubbing our feet, which had been numbed by the 
straps of our climbing irons. Attempts were made to 
melt some snow on the warm rocks, for we did not 
carry water oii these climbs. The ideal combination, 
long since worked out, of fruit drops wrapped in snow, 
did not seem very satisfying to our dry mouths. 

Not until three o’clock did the entire party reach the 
top of the Pyramid, and the beginning of the traverse 
across the 45" ice slope where Petzoldt had cut steps 
and fixed the pitons in the ice to secure the pa.ssage. We 
found that the sun had melted the ice around the iron 
spikes, which dangled on the rope, while water filled 
the holes they had occupied. If House, ’Bates, and 
Pasang were to return to Camp VI before dark, they 
must start at once, so they shed their loads at the 
beginning of the traverse. This was to be the highest 
point they reached, about !24,700 feet, and both Pet- 
zoldt and I realized what a sacrifice they were making 
by allowing us to be the two who continued the attack. 
But there was no time for sentimentalizing. The other 
three started down and, after a difficult but uneventful 
passage, arrived in camp just before dark. Petzoldt and 
I took on extra pounds and relayed the entire camp 
across the ice traverse, digging in our tent in the deep 
snow on the far side of the ice-fall. 

The minute the setting sun left us, we became con- 
scious of the intense cold of high altitude, a cold that 
seemed almost liquid and entered our very bones. We 
huddled into the tent and the stove was assembled, 
when to our horror we discovered that the maflh supply 
had been left in Camp VI. This was a catasixpphe. In 
my pocket I found four safety matches and iSve strike- 



234 FIVE MILES HIGH 

anywhere matches, all of dubious value. The latter, 
brought all the way from New York, carefully dried in 
the sun at many of the lower camps, had persistently 
failed to function well above 20,000 feet, and only with 
extreme care and preparatory rubbings with grease 
did they even glow. The safety matches, on the other 
hand, were made in Kashmir and were very fragile. 

Petzoldt struck the first one. It fizzled — and went 
out. I tried one of the safety matches. It broke off at the 
head. Petzoldt, in desperation, seized a strike-any- 
where match and struck it almost casually. It burst 
into flame and the stove was lighted. 

Only six matches were left, so after supper we melted 
a great supply of water for the morning. The pot then 
was wrapped in all our clothing and put under our feet, 
a device which we had before found effective in pre- 
venting water from freezing. We cursed ourselves for 
forgetting to bring extra matches, and my diary notes 
say, “This neglect must have been an evidence of alti- 
tude effect.” Everything else was complete, and as we 
snuggled into our warm sleepers, each of us wondered 
about the coming morning. 

“ I think the weather looks settled,” said Paul. 

“ I’m sure of it,” I replied, feeling all the while that 
the clouds had looked rather ominous, and wondering 
if he had the same doubts. 

“If only the wind holds off, the cold won’t be too 
bad.” 

We each thought for a moment about numb fingers 
and toes on other mornings before the sun reached us. 

“Are those matches safe? ” from Paul. 

“They’re here in my sleeper.” 

“We’d be out of luck with no matches.” 

Silence. 

“Wei? to-morrow’s the big day. Let’s get some 
sleep.” 
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Chapter XIV Five Miles High 

I N the morning we did not stir until the rising sun 
wanned the tent. It was a perfect day. Three 
matches were used before one finally lighted our stove 
and assured us of a warm breakfast. Three matches 
remained. 

We left our tent in order for the return of the two 
exhausted climbers we were sure to be that evening, 
and finally donned our climbing irons in the cold, 
windless morning. Our four Shetland sweaters, flannel 
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shirts and the windproof suits with two pairs of light 
wool mittens and ski gauntlets barely sufficed to 
keep us from frostbite, even though there was no 
wind. 

Separated by 160 feet of light alpine rope, we began 
the final stage of the climb. Two hours of steady effort 
brought us to the point reached two days before, where 
we rested and took more photographs of the inimitable 
scenery below. The cloud bank over Turkistan had 
vanished, but the west wind was still holding its own. 
Nanga Parbat was clear and we seemed assured of at 
least one more beautiful day. 

Above the shoulder, we were again forced to the 
east, where we struggled up gentle snow slopes of 
peculiarly variable consistency. For 100 feet the sharp 
spikes of our climbing irons barely dented the icy crust. 
Over the next stretch we waded up to our knees in 
powder snow, and then came patches of frost feathers. 
These strange structures are formed by winds of high 
velocity and low temperature which pile masses of fine 
powder snow into fantastic drifts, some of them hun- 
dreds of feet long, three or four feet deep, and several 
feet wide. When one steps on these drifts, a great piece 
many yards long may break off and slide away; 
consequently one must approach them with circum- 
spection. 

On the whole, however, we found the going not too 
difficult, but gradually, as we were forced more and 
more towards the east, the snow became deeper and 
more powdery in the lee of the true shoulder. Progress 
grew more laboured. Soon we came to the foot of a 
veritable cliff 50-60 feet high, the upper lip of a 
great crack in the snowfield. It was hopeless to attack 
thus, so we continued along to the east, finally finding 
a steep narrow snow bridge which led to the upper 
level. 
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This was very shaky, and only after some difficulty 
were we able safely to reach the higher slope, where we 
floundered in soft powder snow up to our hips. The 
altitude was beginning to tell. Petzoldt was feeling 
strong and moving rapidly, but I had a curious weak- 
ness in my legs, so that every upward step was an effort 
requiring several breaths. And yet my mind seemed 
very clear and active. By one o’clock we had reached 
the top of the great snowfield ; barely 300 yards away 
across a gently sloping snow shoulder rose the final cone. 

At first glance it seemed difficult, but more detailed 
inspection convinced us that it was a direct route from 
the snowfield to the summit. Between us and the base 
of the summit pyramid, however, lay several hundred 
yards of snow shoulder covered with ice fragments 
which clearly were remnants of avalanches coining 
from the great ice cliffs below the summit. We had seen 
from below such masses of ice break off, and were we to 
be caught by such a fall, there would be no question of 
our fate. The distance over which we would be exposed 
was quite small, however, and there were no difficulties 
to prevent us from crossing rapidly. Still, it was a 
hazard, and one which future expeditions must bear in 
mind. We lunched briefly and rested with almost the 
whole of the Karakoram well below us. Then we took 
off the rope and coiled it to dry in the sun while we 
went a little farther. 

Petzoldt, being the fresher, started off sturdily and in 
a few minutes was out of danger from ice-fall at the base 
of the summit cone. I could see him ahead of me work- 
ing steadily upward, pausing now and then to take 
bearings. My progress was ludicrously slow. Every inch 
I gained in altitude was an effort. My legs were so weak 
I was forced to rest every five or six steps, and soon 
fatigue made me forget all danger from above. I 
struggled on — ^why I do not know, for it was foolish to 
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try to gain a few more feet, and yet sometiiing within 
drove me to go as high as I possibly could. Various 
thoughts flashed through my mind. Had I ever been 
so tired before? Would I be less tired with another day 
of acclimatization at this altitude? Could Bob or Bill 
have done better? 

At last, at the base of the final cone, I could go no 
farther. Petzoldt was 150 feet above me, working on 
the rock, as I sat down against a huge boulder. I had 
reached my limit. Soon I turned back and staggered 
down to where we had left the rope on the outer end 
of the shoulder, well beyond reach of avalanches. 
There I lay in the sun and rested. Petzoldt had stopped 
and was working in the rocks. 

After fifteen or twenty minutes of complete rest I 
counted my pulse. It was 135, whereas normally at sea 
level it is 50. 1 thought of all sorts of notes to write in the 
little book I carried, but somehow had not the mental 
energy to put them down. Mingled with a deep and 
heartfelt regret at abandoning the attack, when success 
seemed within our grasp, was a sense of relief that at last 
the hard struggle was over and we were free to return to 
Base Gamp and home, with the realization of our job 
incomplete but nevertheless well done. I tried to look 
ahead years into the future so as to cement firmly in 
my mind recollections of these great moments on our 
mighty peak. There were other emotions too deep to be 
expressed. I felt that all my previous life had reached 
a climax in these last hours of intense struggle against 
nature, and yet nature had been very indulgent. She 
had scarcely bothered to turn against us the full force 
of her elements. Indeed, she had favoured us with per- 
fect weather and not too difficult conditions, preferring 
to let our puny bodies exhaust themselves in the rare- 
fied atmosphere. How small indeed we were to struggle 
so desperately to reach one point on the earth’s surface, 
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a point which had been so real a goal to us for many 
months! I believe in those minutes at 26,000 feet on 
K2, I reached depths of feeling which I can never 
reach again. 

My musings were interrupted by a shout from 
Petzoldt who struggled down and collapsed beside me. 
He too was very tired, though much fresher than I. We 
had come up from Gamp V very rapidly. There had 
been only three nights of acclimatization above that 
camp, and we had been working almost continuously 
under difficult conditions for the past two weeks. He 
told me after a brief rest that he had found at the very 
base of the summit pyramid a large flat space which he 
felt would be an ideal site for a final camp. From what 
he had seen of the rocks above this platform the climb- 
ing would not be so difficult as the Black Pyramid at 
the top of Abruzzi ridge. He had spent some time in 
examining it, and was convinced, as was I, that a 
direct and not too difficult way led from our resting 
place directly to the top of the mountain. At a little 
over 26,000 feet he had fixed his camera in the rocks 
and with the point of his ice axe tripped the shutter 
and taken a self-portrait, which later turned out to be 
excellent. 

There was no question but that our work was done, 
and we turned to descend at four o’clock with mingled 
emotions. The whole world was deathly still ; not even 
the clatter of rock falls broke the calm. All the peaks 
about us seemed breathlessly awaiting our descent. 
We trudged down to Camp VII in a deepening twi- 
light. About us the mountains turned first pink, then 
lavender, then purple. We reached camp safely, 
exhausted zmd cold, but curiously content. 

Our first thought was tea. With infinite care we 
waxed one of the matches, dried it as much as possible, 
and struck it. It fizzled and went out. A safety match 
Q 
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broke off at the head. Paul in a gesture of bravado 
struck our last one. It lit and we were assured of our 
warm supper. Too tired for much talk, we melted 
water for the morning, snuggled in our sleeping bags, 
and drowsed off to a dreamless sleep. 
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Chapter XV The Retreat 

W E slept heavily that night, and in the morning, 
although there were high clouds in the sky, the 
weather was still clear and windless. Both of us were 
disgusted at cold water, crackers and jam for breakfast, 
but we managed to gulp enough to sustain us for the 
trip down and rolled up our sleeping bags. There was 
some discussion as to whether we should leave intact 
our last stronghold on the mountain, but we finally 
decided to retreat in full order, and took everything 
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with US across the ice traverse to the top of the Black 
Pyramid. There we lashed our crampons and a primus 
stove to one of the pitons we had driven in the rock and 
started the long, difficult descent to camp. A light, cold 
wind was blowing up from the south, cold enough to 
make us fully appreciate how serious even a moderate 
wind could be. Several hours later, with a last clatter of 
stones and loud shouts, we descended on the others in 
a rush. 

One look at our faces told the story, but there were 
many details to be filled in. Bates and House had spent 
the day before in camp writing letters and diaries, their 
thoughts several thousand feet higher with us. Their 
relief at our safe return was obvious. We told them the 
whole story and were gratified by their congratula- 
tions. The Sherpas were equally generous. When, in 
our broken Hindustani, we told Pasang that we had 
failed to reach the top, he turned and spoke rapidly to 
the others. Later we found that he had formed a firm 
conviction at that moment that K2 could not be 
climbed, “because the sahibs had not climbed it.” 

There was no time to be lost. We broke camp 
rapidly, left a few odds and ends of food firmly tied to 
the rocks in a duffel bag, and with all our equipment 
continued down towards Base Camp. The descent was 
not difficult and we reached Camp V in mid-aftemoon, 
paused there to eat a few of the delicacies which had 
been left in the cache, and hurried on to Camp IV. 
The descent of House’s Chimney was fully as severe as 
we had expected. It was not until dark that all of us 
assembled on the tent platforms built the week before, 
which now seemed almost spacious after the restricted 
quarters at Camp VI. When it actually came to climb- 
ing down with our heavy loads, we realized that we 
had not over-estimated the difficulties of the descent, 
and we were glad indeed to have fine weather. 
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Supper was a gala affair. Somehow one tin of kip- 
pered herring had been left at Gamp IV, and we had 
our fill of this unusual treat. The Sherpas were given 
their share and camp was very happy that evening. 
The tension and nervous strain of the attack were 
wearing off and we felt that we were almost safely 
home again. 

Early next morning, we continued the retreat. The 
high clouds had grown thicker and there was an omi- 
nous ring around the sun, which we photographed 
from all angles, as if to justify our abandonment of the 
attack. Petzoldt’s Gendarme took several hours and we 
almost lost a load in lowering our packs. Once below 
this, however, we felt that our last serious difficulty was 
past. On the glacier below us we now saw three tiny 
figures moving up to Camp I, and shouted ourselves 
hoarse, even rolling great boulders down, hoping that 
they would see us and realize that the attack was over. 
The figures continued and were lost in the maze of 
cracks at the foot of the ridge, until soon we saw two 
tiny tents spring up. 

Camp III was reached by noon and after lunch two 
of us recut the steps across the gully and started down 
the steep snow slope to prepare the way. We found, to 
our dismay, that the firm snow had changed to loose 
granulated spring snow over ice, wet and totally unre- 
liable. Even with several hundred feet of rope securing 
the first man, it was a precarious business to reach the 
rocks below, and finally we were forced to slide our 
packs down the fixed rope on an involved and very un- 
satisfactory system of pullies. The climbing party came 
down ignominiously on their bottoms. As the last man 
reached the rocks, Pasang gave a shout and we looked 
up in time to see a large boulder hurtling down firom 
high above us. Men leaped in all directions to take 
cover under projecting rocks, and with a deafening 
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crash the missile burst into fragments in our midst. It 
was a near escape, for several small, jagged splinters 
grazed us. Pasang announced that we owed our safety 
to the snow men, who he said had told him to look 
up at that moment. Snow men, or no snow men, we 
were grateful for our escape, feeling that Ka had 
loosed a parting salvo at us. 

We continued on, finding the route completely 
altered. The snow and ice, which had covered the rock 
on our ascent, were melting fast. Little rivulets flowed 
everywhere. Our steps had vanished and we were 
forced to work our way down the water-smoothed, out- 
ward sloping slabs with great care. The afternoon sun 
grew oppressive and we began to feel the fatigue that 
comes with the release of nervous tension. On the 
saddle below the slabs we left our climbing ropes and 
turned for a last look at the way above us. The route 
had seemed so diflficult, almost impossible, on our first 
inspection from this point, and now that it had been 
successfully worked out, it seemed almost easy. 

One by one our weary party trickled down the gul- 
lies and across the rock traverse to reach Camp II and 
supper. Once again we filled ourselves with the luxuries 
left in camp and retired early. The weather, though still 
clear, was deteriorating. We hoped that we would not 
be forced to spend the next day stormbound in camp. 

Curiously enough, our descent to Camp II, where 
the air was fm richer in oxygen than that we had been 
used to in the higher camps, gave us by far the most 
tiring and exhausting day we had had. Climbers have 
noticed before that coming down from high altitudes 
to lower ones has a distinctly fatiguing eflfect which 
caimot all be caused by release of nervous tension. 
Whatever the cause, however, we slept to a late hour 
the next morning, when the weather was definitely 
cloudy. 
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No one was very ambitious to start. Breakfast 
dragged on for hours, with each man sampling dif- 
ferent combinations which ranged from honey and 
oatmeal to sardines and jam. Then we decided that, if 
we waited long enough, the other party, which surely 
must have heard us the day before, might come up 
to help us down. 

Sure enough, about nine o’clock, three figures left 
Camp I and started out. We sat restlessly in camp 
until noon, when Burdsall, followed by two griiming 
Sherpas, appeared at the top of the rock chimney lead- 
ing to Camp II. His relief at finding us all safe was very 
evident and he seemed delighted that we had climbed 
so high, rather than depressed that we had not made 
the top. The Captain, he explained, had a touch of 
fever, but was coming up to Gamp I that day to meet 
us. 

Burdsall had heard our shouts and had seen the ava- 
lanches we had sent down, but had not been able to 
locate us among the rocks. He had been on his way to 
Windy Gap for more photographs but, realizing that 
we must be on our way down, had abandoned the idea 
and come up to help us. It was a grand experience to 
see him again, to hear his news, and to tell our own. 
The Sherpas were having a huddle with their stalwart 
climbers and one by one they too came over to shake 
our hands and express what we thought must be con- 
gratulations. 

After a while we managed to drag ourselves away 
from our last mountain camp and start down to the 
glacier. I was the last to leave Camp II and looked 
back on it with real regret. How high and far ad- 
vanced, how precarious and isolated it had seemed 
when first we pitched our tents in the cosy hollow. And 
now that the climb was over, this little snow shoulder 
seemed only next door to Base Gamp. Here we had 
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weathered windy days, our emotions had wavered 
from high hopes to deep despair, and now we were 
leaving it, perhaps for ever. 

On the way down to Camp I, we found the route had 
changed. All the snow had disappeared. The loose 
scree and gravel were worse than before, and in one of 
the gullies the ropes we had fixed had been broken and 
torn away by rock slides. We had some difficulty cross- 
ing the smooth slabs, but finally reached the ledge 
above Gamp I where we took a last look at the tent 
sites built thirty years before by the Duke of the 
Abruzzi. We wondered whether the spirits of his great 
expedition might be lurking about those tent platforms 
watching our retreat. 

Shortly afterwards we staggered into Camp I and 
there found the Captain, in his red windproof suit, 
grinning from ear to ear, happiness written all over his 
face. The party was united again, all well, all happy. 
The Captain with great foresight had prepared huge 
pots of steaming cocoa, and again we talked con- 
tinuously with our mouths full. First came tales of the 
higher camps, of the storms, of the difficulties on the 
rocks, and of our last climb. Questions flew back and 
forth, but there was hardly time to hear much from 
Burdsall and the Captain. 

We packed up light loads and started for Base Gamp. 
The Captain and I swung off ahead at a good clip, 
which did not last long, and the others drifted along 
behind. The glacier route had changed surprisingly 
little, save that most of the frozen lakes and rivers had 
melted and we fell in knee-deep many times. Late in 
the afternoon the party straggled into Base Camp to 
be warmly greeted by Ghaffar Sheikh, Ahdoo, and the 
coolie, who seemed almost as glad to see us safely back 
as we were to be with them. Then we appreciated the 
frugality which at Gamp I three weeks previously had 
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preserved full half of the bottle of Hudson Bay 
Demerara Rum already mentioned. This potent spirit, 
brought from Fairbanks, Alaska, to New York by my 
father, had made the arduous journey to Base Gamp 
wrapped carefully in sweaters and underwear, and was 
now serving its intended purpose to the full. Two table- 
spoonfuls of this 1 50-proof nectar in a mug of hot water 
and sugar almost restored our weary bodies. 

We looked at each other curiously, for the first time 
realizing the strain and tension which were apparent 
on our sun-blackened and bearded faces. During our 
three weeks above Base Camp our arms and legs had 
grown very thin, but not till now did we realize how 
much weight we had lost. None of us could do more 
than lie happily on the warm dry rocks of Base Camp, 
enjoying to the full the flatness and the roominess of 
that previously desolate rock. No one who has not 
spent weeks living on steep slopes where home is a six 
by four platform precariously perched on a sliding base 
can savour to the full the joy of returning to a land 
where there is room to move about freely, where boots, 
cups, air mattresses do not slide away into an abyss 
when put aside, and where one can walk about at ease 
without being roped to another man. For over two 
weeks we had never gone more than 10 feet from camp 
without being roped together. 

Here was running water in large amounts, and we 
could drink again from streams and not from scanty 
remnants in a dirty pot with bits of lint and feathers 
and gravel in the bottom of it. Base Camp, indeed, 
seemed heaven, and our party was a joyous and under- 
standing one. In the evening the Sherpas were treated 
to a taste of our small supply of spirits, and far into the 
night we heard them singing and talking. 

At bedtime came another treat — ^the joy of having an 
entire tent for oneself and one’s possessions. Each tent. 
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which had been so cramped two months previously, 
now seemed as big as a cathedral ; and the pleasure of 
tossing about freely without one’s companion saying, 
“ Taie your feet out of my face,” was a major pleasure. 
We slept long and soundly, lulled by trickling water, a 
sound we had not heard at night for many weeks. 

Being waked in the morning by the familiar sound 
of Ghaffar Sheikh’s police whistle was now a pleasure 
for the first time, and we assembled for breakfast with 
real appreciation. There was an omelet of a dozen 
eggs, a great luxury after many eggless mornings. We 
had no dishes to wash and water was to be had in abun- 
dance. After eating we lolled happily around the Base 
Camp in the sunlight, sharing our experiences with 
each other. Bates had a brilliant idea and disappeared 
shortly to hold a consultation with Ghaffar Sheikh. In 
half an hour we heard shouts of glee and looked out to 
find him revelling in the Captain’s bathtub full of hot 
water. The idea was contagious and gallons and gallons 
of icy glacier water were heated with the last of our 
gasoline. What a pleasure to shed our woollens for the 
first time in three weeks, to scrub all over with warm, 
soapy water, and to put on our low-altitude clothes. 

Petzoldt relaxed on an air mattress and read Block- 
wood's Magazine. Burdsall gathered up the butterfly 
net, his field glasses and notebooks and started off 
determinedly in search of those butterflies which we had 
promised to collect for a museum at home. The idea of 
finding any butterflies at 16,000 feet was a funny one, 
and he returned empty-handed in a short while. We 
then gave the net to the Sherpas, who considered this a 
great honour and an exciting novelty and pursued each 
other about the rocky moraines with shrieks of glee. 
They returned with two spiders and a torn net. The 
spiders were religiously added to our scientific collec- 
tion, which now consisted of two dead birds found by 
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Burdsall, a number of weary-looking flowers collected 
eis high as 18,500 feet, some notebooks of undecipher- 
able altitude figures, and an unused blood comting 
chamber. The Captain, however, had calculated a 
great many triangulation figures from which he was 
later able to correct and add to the existing map. This 
survey work was really valuable and proved to be our 
only scientific accomplishment. 

There was sporadic photography during the day. 
The Sherpas settled down to a curious game, played 
with stones and bits of wood on a board somewhat like 
a chessboard. They succeeded in losing large numbers 
of fruit drops and cigarettes to each other, and perhaps 
it was fortimate that none of us learned to play. About 
three o’clock the Captain remarked, “Wouldn’t it be 
lucky if the coolies arrived this afternoon?” He had 
hardly spoken when as if by signal we heard loud 
shouts, and many ragged figures clattered over the 
stones into camp. When the coolies left us on June 1 2 we 
had given them forty-five stones, telling them to throw 
one away each day and return for us when all were 
gone. Making due allowance for carelessness and acci- 
dents of children’s games, we hoped they wordd come 
within a week of July 26. To have them arrive almost 
on the date seemed incredible. 

The influx of new faces brought new life. As each of 
us looked about to greet his old friends, Karim ap- 
peared with his cheery, “Good morning, sar. Thank 
you, sar.” Hussein Ali and all the others were there 
grinning from ear to ear, but alas, there was no mail. 
The mail had not arrived in Askole when the coolies 
left, so we would have to restrain our impatience for 
another week. 

The afternoon passed quickly in a flurry of packing, 
sorting, and discarding. Many things were thrown 
away in a great rubbish heap, but after we realized 
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that the pile grew no larger, we examined the packs of 
our coolies and found that they were treasuring each 
scrap of paper, each old tin can, each broken shoelace. 
All our discards had to be reassembled and taken far 
from camp and dropped into a deep crack, for other- 
wise their loads would have been too heavy to carry. 
Before supper we again heard the familiar arguments, 
shouts and screams which signified that the Captain 
was assigning packs, but now the sound was welcome 
rather than aimoying. We dined in state, not wisely but 
too well, for the blessed coolies had brought four 
weakly protesting chickens, a multitude of eggs, and 
some battered onions. 

We spent the evening quietly and sadly. Each one of 
us stole off at intervals to stand alone a short distance 
from camp drinking in for the Ijist time the majesty 
and beauty of our surroimdings. Our eyes as well as our 
thoughts turned to the high summit above us, now 
wreathed in thin, swirling mists. After so many weeks 
of hopes and fears, of hard work, of disappointment 
and success, we hated to leave the barren waste of the 
glacier. 
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Chapter XVI Ice and Angles 

L ooking out of the tent ventilator at dawn on 
jjuly 12, I was surprised to see blue sky instead of 
the storm which had threatened and actueiUy begun 
last evening. To-day Bates and House were to move up 
to Camp III with Phinsoo. In order to save weight, 
Bates’s air mattress had been taken up the day before, 
so he and I had slept on one placed crossways. It was 
not bad, but we agreed that a hard-workmg climber is 
entitled to the luxury of a whole air mattress, es- 
pecially as ours were short anyway. 

R 257 
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Pempa and I had not descended far below Gamp 11 
when he cried out “ Captain Sahib,” and sure enough 
down on the glacier were three figures ascending from 
the Base Camp, While we lunched at Camp I, I ap- 
prised the Captain of the situation above. With one 
more set of loads from the Base, the four sahibs with 
their three Sherpas would be equipped to go as high as 
time and high-altitude supplies would permit, pro- 
vided that bad weather or the mountain itself did not 
stop them. Meanwhile there were two things we could 
do — ^first, try to find out a little more about the north- 
east ridge, for the benefit of future parties should the 
present route prove impossible; second, do some sur- 
vey work which the Captain had been asked to do by 
the Survey of India. 

I tore open and scanned a few of the letters he had 
brought. The latest firom home was dated May 24, and 
how good it was to read that all were well ! But we must 
get on down the glacier, and the trip to Base Camp was 
made at a rapid pace. Not finding fuel at the French 
camp, he had sent Ahdoo and Kitar to Askole. They 
met Ghaffar Sheikh just starting back, so the shikari 
returned to town with them for more cooHes. They 
brought ten (eight to carry firewood), and the stack of 
this fine cedar, cut at Paiju, gave the Base Gamp a most 
comfortable appearance. Our coolie. Sultana, was 
missing, a bad foot having kept him in Askole, and 
Ahdoo was reduced to the hardship of cooking for him- 
self as well as for us. 

When it grew too dark to continue reading the let- 
ters over again, the Captain entertained me with tales 
of his experiences during the past year while engaged 
in guerrilla warfare in Waziristan, He told of the many 
problems involved, and of road work and other projects 
being carried out in an endeavour to change the cus- 
toms of wild tribesmen, who have always been wont to 
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eke out a meagre living by raids upon the inhabitants 
of richer lowland countries. 

With supplies for the climbers and for our trip to 
the north-east, we returned with the three Sherpas to 
Gamp I. Shouts were heard above and our porters soon 
spied the climbers above Gamp III. Just before dark, as 
we lay in our sleeping bags, came the swish of pinions 
low over the tent, undoubtedly the passage of a raven, 
for we had seen these great birds almost daily. What 
could they live on in this waste of rock and ice? A few 
insects were'nbout, but not enough to nourish a raven. 
Life here must be hard for any creature, yet I saw a 
mouse at the Base Gamp and the delicate tracks of 
others on the snow near it. One day while Bates and I 
were resting on the way up to Gamp II we watched a 
huge lammergeier soaring over the glacier below. What 
could it be looking for? Perhaps like two Englishmen 
whom Ghaffar Sheikh had met at Urdukas it had just 
come up to see the mountains. 

Early next morning, July 14, there was shouting 
from above and we made out two men descending from 
Gamp III ; they looked like House and Phinsoo. We 
discussed climbing to Gamp II, but there were only 
three loads to cany up, so we lazily decided to send 
them and a note with the Sherpas, saying that, if we 
could do nothing more to help, we would go to the 
north-east spur. Each seated on a cracker box with a 
fuel drum for a table, we enjoyed a game of chess, dis- 
turbed from time to time by the distant whirr of a rock 
coming down from K2. The Sherpas returned with a 
damaged Meade tent, reported that it was “Bara 
Sahib” (Houston) and Tse Tendrup we had seen, and 
handed us the following letter : 

‘Dear Gapt & Dick 

‘Had hoped you would come up to-day for there is 
much to talk over. 
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‘ (i) Route from III to IV is quite hard — ^worse than II to 
III. Climbing it one has to knock down stones, and we 
have put big holes in 3 tents, the worst of which we are 
sending down, and taking the Meade from II. On account 
of this danger we are leaving nothing at III, but taking 
all up to IV, so it is necessary that II should have at least 
one tent & food, etc. 

' (2) Camp IV is at the base of the big red buttress which 
is level with the base of the pyramid. Bob & Bill are 
reconnoitring to V to-day, and we shall move all the 
Sherpas and us up there to-morrow. Then Paul & I will 
estabhsh V & look for a route to VI. The climbing has 
been throughout very hard, but we have 15 days’ food 
for all & should be able to last a storm. 

‘ (3) We are all set for anything now — all well & fit, & 
only wish we had more time. If the weather holds as it 
has, we shall go to the last gasp, and will not be at the 
base imtil July 26. Unless we come down earlier you 
might send up to I and II all the available carrying 
power on July 25 or 26 as we wiU try to make only one 
relay down. We will go as long as we can before stopping. 
Gas is very plentiful as is all food. 

‘ (4) We’re keeping the bottle & sending down the large 
can, because we need all the bottles (for gas). 

‘ (5) We will not count on a sleeper at Camp I (II) and 
are sending it down, for it is much more vital to have 2 
Woods at I. 

‘ (6) We will count on gas, some food and 2 sleepers at I, 
no tent or stove. O.K.? 

‘Nothing more except very very best luck to you on N.E. 
We’U be very careful, and unless passage is impossible 
will reach Base on night of 26th. 

‘Will be damn glad to see you one of these days & hope 
all goes well. 

‘Chas.’ 

During our day at Camp I, I kept a log of all ava- 
lanches from 8.15 a.m. to 7.30 p.m. and recorded nine- 
teen, an average of one every thirty-five minutes; 
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fifteen of these were from Broad Peak, most of them 
coming down the north-east side. The log stops at 
7.30, for ordinary avalanches or cracking of the glacier 
near the tents no longer awakened us, but we were 
aroused by a large fall of snow and rock ten minutes 
before midnight. 

With camp gear and food for a week, rather heavy 
loads, we left with our three Sherpas, Sonam, Pempa 
and Kitar, and travelled northward, working out a 
new route along the eastern side to avoid serac falls 
from K2, which come almost across the Godwin- 
Austen Glacier at some points. A inile above Camp I 
the glacier was humped as it came over a rise and was 
broken by enormous crevasses running clear across, 
their western ends being curved towards the south. 
Considerable zigzagging was required to get across 
these, but we finally won through to the smooth snow 
of the upper glacier. We stopped at the foot of the 
north-east spur where the Captain and Houston had 
camped before. 

This was where Houston had later heard the spirit 
voice or “snow man.” Now we heard it too — a weird 
call, half human in quality, coming from away up on 
the ice ridge. The Sherpas nodded gravely but did not 
seem unduly alarmed. What could it be? A black bird 
soared over the lidge but disappeared too high to he 
identified. I had suspected a raven, but the call was too 
high pitched ; it may have been a chough, though far 
be it firom me to pit this slight evidence against the 
many reports which make the existence of the “snow 
man” almost as certain as that of the sea serpent. 

To-night the moon was nearly fiiU, with Jupiter close 
by, and the brighter stars burned steadily. Sl^^an Kan- 
gri and other mountains stood pale and wan in the un- 
earthly light, while away up above a cloud floated a 
cold white apparition, the sununit of K2. Back in the 
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comfort of my sleeping bag, I lay dreaming of that 
awe-inspiring sight outside, one I shall see in my 
dreams in years to come. 

July 16 was cloudy. We packed up our Meade tent 
and supplies and started up with the Sherpas, all of us 
carrying light loads, our aim being to pitch a camp 
about 1,200 feet up the spur and let the Sherpas return 
to their tent on the glacier. Next day we would climb as 
high as possible, perhaps even reach the 22,379-foot 
pinnacle and so obtain a view of the knife ardte to dis- 
cover whether the towers can be turned to the north. 
Our route would lead up a snow gully at the very end 
of the spur, up which Houston and the Captain had 
easily kicked steps on June 26. We found the snow hard 
and, not having crampons, were forced to cut steps. 
Higher up it turned to ice so, after climbing 200-300 
feet, we came to the conclusion that it would hardly be 
safe to send the Sherpas down alone and reluctantly 
turned back, bad weather strengthening our decision. 
When we reached camp it was snowing and the ridge 
towards which we had climbed was hidden ; but it was 
still early, so we decided to go up to Windy Gap at the 
head of the Godwin- Austen, taking only Kitar with us 
on the rope as an extra precaution against falling into 
a crevasse. 

The climb Wcis longer than we had anticipated, but 
easy, the only obstacle being a covered bergschmnd. 
The pass itself was a sharp ridge of bare rock. Here we 
stood on the continental divide which separates the 
Indus Basin from that of the Yarkand River. The north 
side of the pass is steep and would be very difficult to 
reach from the Skyang Lungpa Glacier which lay 
thousands of feet below us. The tops of the mountains 
rising on the other side of this glacier were hidden, 
their bases alone being visible. As we looked back down 
the Godwin-Austen, Masherbrum 25 miles to the 
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south-west, presented a splendid sight rising above the 
mountains at the lower end of the valley, framed on 
the right by the walls of K2 and on the left by those of 
Broad Peak. On a clear day the view from Windy Gap 
must be glorious, and we lingered for an hour vainly 
waiting for the clouds to lift from K2. 

Back at camp we studied the summit cone through 
field glasses as it became partially unveiled. The left or 
southern edge never cleared but the right one did and 
appeared to us unclimbable. If this is true, the north- 
east route, even if the knife ridge could be traversed, 
would lead to an unfavourable position on the shoul- 
der. Unless the ridge could be crossed and the ascent 
made on the north face, there would have to be a 
traverse to the south edge of the shoulder, beneath the 
enormous, hanging ice fields of the summit cone. This 
passage seemed to us unjustifiable. 

Snow fell during the night and in the morning only 
the lower portions of the surrounding mountains could 
be seen. Had it been clear we would have climbed up 
to the pass again for photographs, but in this weather 
decided to return to Base Camp lest another day be 
wasted. Wands, placed on the way up, enabled us to 
get through the crevassed area easily and mid-after- 
noon found us at om destination. The lower part of the 
glacier was melting rapidly and there were many pools 
and streams of running water. At Camp I we picked up 
the damaged Meade tent and now set Ahdoo and Gha- 
ffar Sheikh to work with needles and thread mending 
it, a task which they accomplished quickly and neatly. 

A day was devoted to preparation for the survey 
trip. In a crack of the cliff at the base of The Angelus, I 
placed a minimum registering thermometer of the 
United States Weather Bureau pattern, taking a photo 
and sketch of the location to present to the next expedi- 
tion to visit K2. 
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July 19 dawned clear and mild, the temperature 
being 40° F. at seven o’clock. With our three Sherpas 
we went down to Concordia, where we selected a camp 
site beside a little stream, and after lunch I climbed a 
crest of the moraine and took a complete round of 
photographs. Seated on a large rock I drank in the 
stupendous panorama, feeling like an art lover who 
sees for the first time the great original works whose 
reproductions he has studied. Sit with me for a moment 
here in the heart of the Great Karakoram, under a 
cloudless sky, surrounded by some of the world’s 
highest mountains. 

Ridges of snow and rock moraine extend northward 
for six miles up the Godwin-Austen Glacier to K2, per- 
fectly framed at the head of the valley. At the right of 
its base the upper Godwin-Austen flows in, a mass of 
ice pinnacles, while from the left comes the end of the 
Savoia Glacier. The pyramid of K2 rises boldly against 
the clear blue sky; down its face the de Filippi Glacier 
tumbles, while the rest of the surface is equally divided 
between stern, bare rock and snow-filled gullies and 
terraces. The slanting afternoon light throws into 
strong relief the complex multitude of ridges. To the 
extreme right is the reddish buttress at whose base 
Camp IV is situated. It is only a start on the climb, and 
now, better than ever before, we see how great is the 
task of scaling the thousands of feet above this high camp. 

At the left of K2, connected by a ridge, rises the im- 
maculate snowy cone of The Angelus, its left edge 
shining in the sunlight, its summit rising half as high as 
K2. To the right is the roimded dome of Broad Peak 
with a long broken ridge sloping southward. From the 
end of this a glacier comes down towards us in two 
ice-falls, separated by a jagged cone of grey marble. 
The ridges and cliffi above are also of marble. Con- 
tinuing to the right, we see, due east, a dark rock 
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mountain with a rounded peak at the right and a sharp 
marble one at the left. To the right of this rises a snow- 
clad mountain with three summits, the middle one 
like a clenched fist pointing upward, the thumb pro- 
jecting beyond the knuckles. These mountain^ hide 
the higher Gasherbrum peaks beyond them. A needle 
of rock, rising from a ri^e, is directly in front of the 
snowy Golden Throne, but leaves one arm of that great 
white chair in view. Bride Peak and other mountains 
to the south are also entirely covered with snow. 

The upper Baltoro Glacier stretches away towards 
them, a vast waste of hills of rock, some dark and some 
light-grey marble, while in between masses of snow and 
ice gleam dully. Beyond it a great expanse of snow rises 
to the Kondus Saddle, with a curious flat-jjopped knob 
on the skyline. To the right is Chogohsa or Bride 
Peak, with a broad summit, the right side being 
higher. The river of ice flowing in between Bride and 
Mitre Peaks is the Vigne Glacier. Mitre Peak is black 
schist with a precipitous snowfield at its wedge-shaped 
sumnoit. The Baltoro Glacier, coming firom the south, 
sweeps around its base and out to the west. Looking 
down this tremendous reach of moraine, we see it lined 
on both sides with needles and peaks of rock, partly 
snow covered, and at the end, 25 miles away, the splen- 
did pinnacles of the Paiju Peaks, now turning a hazy 
blue as the sun descends. Hard by at the north-west 
towers a black mass, with white marble rising from its 
top, giving it the name Marble Peak. A striking forma- 
tion, it marks the junction of the Godwin-Austen 
Glacier with the Baltoro. Up the left side of the God- 
win-Austen are snow and rock peaks, and we are back 
again to the climax of the panorama, the snow-white 
Angelus and the great majestic pyramid of K2. 

The Captain called me to come down to camp for 
supper. I left reluctantly, yet gladly too, for I was 
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hungry and the Captain is a good cook. As we ate our 
fried salmon, onions and stewed apricots, the sun 
dropped behind Marble Peak and the temperature 
dropped with it so that we needed sweaters at once; 
and as soon as the meal was over and dishes washed, 
we were glad to enter the tent and get into our sleeping 
bags. The Captain had furnished a few current, or past 
current, periodicals for the expedition, and now he 
read his always popular Blackwood’s Magazine, which I 
had finished, while I looked over an ancient copy of 
his Weekly London Times and read about the new road 
being built from Mandalay to Yunnanfu. 

Another cloudless day favoured the start of our sur- 
vey work. The Captain’s object was to fix the location 
and measure the altitudes of some high mountains in 
the region north-west of Mitre Peak. To do this it would 
be necessary to take observations from widely separated 
points or “stations,” and for to-day’s work we had to 
cross Concordia. If a city of stone skyscrapers were 
totally demolished by an earthquake, the resulting hills 
of rock, though smaller, might bear some resemblance 
to the terrain we were travelling over. The debris how- 
ever would be more stable, for on a glacier the rocks 
rest on ice and are often ready to slide with the weight 
of a foot ; in fact they sometimes slide of their own ac- 
cord. There were odd stones of different colours, green, 
yellow, red, many glistening with particles of mica, and 
we picked up a few firagments of beautiful rose quartz. 
A stream blocked our way and we had to follow it until 
we came to a snow bridge. These glacial streams are of 
beautiful clear water, with ice sides often deeply under- 
cut. About three miles from camp a position was 
reached which gave a clear view up the Vigne Glacier 
to the unknown peaks, so the Captain set up his plane 
table and took the required sights, while I entered the 
data in his notebook. 
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The plane table is simply a drawing board mounted 
on a tripod, with adjusting screws, by which it can be 
levelled. On the table is tacked a work sheet, in our 
case a Smvey of India map of the region. When the 
table has been exactly oriented, by a somewhat techni- 
cal procedure a point can be feed on the map which 
will be the true location of the table. By means of the 
alidade, a ruler having vertical strips at each end with 
slits to sight through (some have telescopes), a liae can 
now be drawn on the map to show the direction of any 
object sighted — ^an unknown mountain top for example. 
Later, with the table set up at another station, a line 
can be drawn from that point towards the same moun- 
tain, and the intersection of the two lines will fix its 
location. By scaling on the map the distance to the 
mountain and measuring, by means of an instrument 
placed on the table, the vertical angle to the summit, 
its altitude above the table can be computed. The 
altitude of the table is found by scaling the distances 
and measuring the vertical angles to peaks whose alti- 
tudes are already known. Thus a new mountain is 
placed upon the map and its elevation above sea level 
determined. 

On the way back to camp we found the stream twice 
as large as in the morning, but fortunately the snow 
bridge was still intact. 

Another clear day enabled us to complete the survey 
by traveUing four rniles westward down the Baltoro to 
points from which we could look through gaps to the 
unknown peaks. Three stations were established during 
the day and it was four o’clock when two tired sur- 
veyors got back to their tiny green tent, almost lost 
among a million boulders. 

Our Sherpas arrived early next morning and we re- 
turned to Base Camp, working two survey stations on 
the way. There had been no news from the climbers. 
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During our three days at Concordia we had scanned 
the mountain many times through field glasses, hoping 
to pick up moving specks on some high snowfield, but 
it was in vain and we could only speculate on their 
progress. 

“Do you think there is any chance of their making 
it?” 

“ I don’t see how they can possibly do it ; and yet it 
will take a lot to stop them.” 

If the weather remained clear I wanted to go to the 
upper Godwin-Austen again to take some clear photos 
of K2 from the north-east. The Captain wanted to 
work on his survey data, so we decided that I would 
take Sonam and Pempa to Camp I the next day, and, 
not having loads to carry, perhaps be able to reach 
Windy Gap before having to return. The Captain and 
Kitar would come up to Camp I and on the 25th we 
would all climb to Camp II and help pack the loads 
down. The Captain was afiraid the others might aban- 
don some of the tents and dekshis (cooking pots) on the 
mountain, which would deprive us of luxury and epi- 
curean delights on the return journey. 

July 23 dawned clear, but soon clouds formed 
around the summits of K2 and Broad Peak, auguring 
ill for the morrow. When I reached Camp I with the 
two Sherpas, we heard shouts from above on the moun- 
tain, and at frequent intervals a rock would come down 
with a loud whirr like a gigantic bumblebee. Through 
the glasses I could occasionally see one as it appeared 
against a patch of snow away up above Camp III, and 
could follow its descent in tremendous thousand-foot 
boimds until it came to rest, usually in a snow gully a 
quarter of a mile away. They made a sickening sound 
in their leaps through the air, and loud crashes as they 
struck ribs of rock on the way down. 

The stones showed that the climbers were descend- 
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ing from Camp IV, but it was some time before the 
first man appeared on the rocks to the left of Camp III. 
They came at intervals until finally all seven were ac- 
counted for, starting down from Camp III. I could 
hardly wait to hear their story, and of course decided 
to cHmb to meet them next day, instead of going 
towards Windy Gap. I shared my field glasses with the 
Sherpas and we took turns following their progress 
down the mountain. The route is visible from Camp 
III to the col about half-way down to Camp IL Soon 
after four o’clock a shout announced the arrival of the 
first at Camp II. We could see him on the snow ridge 
there and greeted him with answering yells. 

Next morning we got an early start for Camp II, 
leaving a note for the Captain. Pempa’s eyes were 
troubling him a little, due to too long use of my field 
glasses yesterday, but the dull overcast weather favoured 
him, all the mountains being hidden. The condition of 
the route had changed greatly since our last descent 
over it eleven days before. The snow in the lower gul- 
lies had hardened so that it was necessary to cut steps 
in places ; much of the snow had gone from the upper 
part, m aking it easier in some spots and more diflficult 
in others ; a length of fixed rope which had stretched 
across some slabs had been cut in two by a falling rock. 
It began to snow a little as we cHmbed the last gully 
and swung.over the rib of rock above Camp II. 

How fine it was to look down into the camp and see 
everybody safe and well ! We shook hands all around, 
Sherpas and sahibs, and in answer to my eager ques- 
tion they replied that they had reached 26,000 feet. 

“You know that rock cliff below the final snow 
cone?” explained Petzoldt, “Well, we were on that.” 

K2 was still tmconquered, but they had forced a 
route to the top of the Abruzzi ridge and to the base of 
the summit cone, a wonderful achievement! 
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Chapter XVII Return to Plenty 

W 'E were up before dawn on a cold, raw morning, 
July 26. Clouds hid the surrounding mountains 
and a chilly wind sped our departure as we climbed out 
of the shallow depression on the moraine, leaving the 
site of our Base Camp as bleak and inhospitable as we 
had found it. Movement of the glacier would soon 
destroy all traces of our occupancy. 

We were travelling light and there were no long faces 
as we chose our route down a central stretch of ice, 
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broken into rough little paths. Secret thoughts of what 
might have been would return to haunt us, but now 
our minds were drawn towards a sunnier clime. Drunk 
with unaccustomed oxygen, the men who had come 
down from the heights felt somewhat queer as their 
bodies and numbed toes began to readjust themselves. 

After a few miles we were forced off the ice on to the 
rocks. At Concordia we paused hoping for a farewell 
view, but Ka had wrapped her mantle of cloud about 
her and gave us only a few glimpses as she drew it 
tighter. She was as indifferent to our going as she had 
been to our arrival six weeks before. 

On the bare moraine we picked up a Forrest snow 
finch {Leucosticte nemoricola altaica). The little body 
was dried and well preserved. It now lies in state in a 
steel case of the Museum of Natural History in New 
York. Surface melting of the Godwin-Austen Glacier 
had revealed the remains of numerous birds. Two 
could be identified, the foot of a coot and the wing of 
a pintail duck, both picked up between Camp I and 
the Base Camp. These brave migrants had perished on 
their journey across the high divide to nesting lakes on 
the northern plains. 

Lunch was a welcome rest and the march afterwards 
seemed long. The Captain had been surveying on the 
north side of the glacier and now found himself with 
his two Sherpas cut off from us by a large glacial 
stream. After vainly trying to cross at several points, he 
managed it in this way : A climbing rope was thrown 
across and made fast around a big rock on his side and 
a great lump of ice on ours. He made a loop of rope to 
sit in and clipped it by a karabiner to the suspended 
rope. To his waist he tied a rope thrown over from our 
side, and another which he gave his Sherpas to pay out 
as we hauled him over. The rope sagged but he 
managed to keep clear of the icy water and was quickly 
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over. The Sherpas had demurred, but after seeing it 
done, they pulled the karabiner back and followed in 
turn. The performance was as good as a circus to our 
grinning Baltis who formed a gallery on the bank 
above. 

We camped here and after the tents were pitched we 
sat gazing up the Biange Glacier towards the famous 
Muztagh Tower. Parts of it broke through the clouds 
from time to time, enthralling us with hidden gran- 
deur. 

As we turned in for the night we chuckled over an 
amusing incident. Houston had discarded a little bag 
of what looked like powdered milk. The Sherpas found 
it and put some in their tea, when a bitter taste caused 
them' to rush up in alarm asking if they had been 
poisoned. Investigation proved that they had used 
some of Petzoldt’s tooth powder! 

We were up again at five and away at six. In an hour 
or two we had to recross the Captain’s stream, now 
larger and flowing in a deep gorge with walls and bed 
of blue ice. It was spanned by a bridge melted to a thin 
shell, which the coolies did not like and crossed as if 
walldng on egg shells. 

For a while we followed down a ridge of light- 
coloured moraine, the best travelling on the whole 
Baltoro Glacier, passing once more the fleet of ice 
ships, evidently becalmed here aU summer. 

House had planned to enrich science with a collec- 
tion of butterflies. We had seen two at 20,000 feet, near 
Windy Gap, and several near the Base Camp, but our 
nets had been wielded in vain. Now the Sherpas were 
given a try, Sonam and Pempa grinning as they 
trudged along each carrying a net. In the afternoon 
they came upon Ahdoo laughing at them ; he had cap- 
tured the first butterfly in his hat. 

The moraine here broke up into a horrible maze of 
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hills, troughs and holes where we passed three glacier 
tables witli rocks 20-30 feet long. After hours of toil we 
heaved sighs of relief as we descended from the 
moraine and climbed on to the grass at Urdukas. Here 
were flowers — dandelions, buttercups, fireweed, purple 
asters and many others. The Captain, who had arrived 
earlier, had seen two ibex. Red finches flew about, and 
during supper we saw on a near-by rock a little animal 
which was probably a cony. 

When we walked upon grass, after weeks on rock and 
snow, we had somewhat the feeling of a sailor who sets 
foot on firm land after a long and stormy voyage. One 
reward of such an expedition is the ability it gives one 
to find enjoyment in the simplest things of life, those 
which we take for granted to such an extent that we 
lose the faculty of deriving pleasure from them. As we 
lay in delightful relaxation on the grass, the little living 
things about us seemed to welcome us back to a normal 
existence. 

Among them were house flies, which were trouble- 
some for the first time. There had been a very few at 
Base Gamp and we even saw one near the north-east 
spur. Their altitude record was surpassed by a flea that 
got up to Camp II. It seemed unwilling to go higher for 
with three ungrateful hops it left the arm of the sahib 
who had carried it up. I trust it found its way out of 
the tent and with more jumps and glissades reached the 
glacier safely. Braver mountaineers were the little 
black spiders that seemed very much at home at high 
altitudes on Ka. 

With light hearts we left Urdukas, for a double 
march would take us off the unpleasant glacier. Its sur- 
face had changed and some of us were glad to foUow 
sturdy Rose ifUi who led the column of coolies back 
over the intricate route by which they had come. At 
one point access to the south bank was blocked by an 
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ice cliff which had collapsed. Sahibs and coolies care- 
fully picked their way around great blocks, some of 
which tilted precariously above their heads. After an 
exhausting journey up and down the hills of rock we at 
last descended the snout of the glacier and stood on the 
river plain. We paused to look back with satisfaction 
at the black wall of ice and rock stretching for two 
miles across the valley. 

Two more weary miles brought us to our camping 
place at Paiju. At Urdukas we had come to our first 
grass ; here we came to the first trees, and it was very 
pleasant to sit beneath them drinking our tea. The 
Biaho, swollen by melting ice and snow, had flooded 
most of the area and covered several bags of atta which 
the coolies had left there. Fortunately they were able 
to fish out the sodden mass and no one went himgry. 

A morning’s fast march brought us to Bardumal, our 
camping place on the way in, where we now stopped 
for a lunch glorified by tea. Our somewhat precarious 
route had led along a clay cliff, high above the river. A 
photo of our porters rounding a shoulder, when com- 
pared with a photo taken at the same point by the 
French Expedition, shows the surprising permanence of 
this clay. Stones imbedded in it had not fallen out 
during the interval of two years. 

The Dumordo River, flowing down from the Pun- 
mah Glacier, which we had forded with some difficulty 
on the way in, was now several times wider and deeper. 
This necessitated a rough, three-mile trip up its valley 
to a rope bridge. From our camp site, before reaching 
the bridge, we looked back across the Biaho to Mango 
Gusor dominating the valley, with its white tooth 
rising 8,000 feet above us. Oxir return trip was being 
made with a peace of mind sometimes lacking on our 
journey in, when we were fearful of delays ; we could 
smile at these feelings to-day as we passed Gurrah, the 
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scene of a strike by our porters. The bridge next 
morning was not difficult and we were soon back to the 
Biaho River again, passing through a cold rainstorm 
on the way. 

“ Good road, Master,” said Ghafiar Sheikh, pointing 
to a cliff whose base was lapped by waves of the dark- 
grey river. One would have said that no route could 
exist there ; but he was right, for the strata dipped in- 
ward, forming many little ledges, which, though nar- 
row, gave good footing and safe handholds. Soon we 
were on the dead moraine of the Biafo Glacier. From a 
pool I flushed a white-tailed sandpiper, which flew up 
with shrill whistles. A flock of large swifts flew by, 
probably the Alpine swift. We had to climb up on to 
the snout of the glacier to get across the river flowing 
out from under it. While eating lunch beyond, we 
watched a pair of crag martins nesting on a chff 
above, possibly a second brood. 

The remainder of the march was a pleasant walk 
with rapidly increasing signs of civilization — ^irrigation 
canals, fields of grain, crows and magpies and house 
sparrows. Passing two old forts, we entered Askole, 
where our wild appearance terrified the women and 
children ; they fled before us in great alarm, leaving an 
almost empty street through which we paraded to our 
former camping place. Somewhat reassured, the people 
now gathered about and stood looking at us from the 
other side of the thom-topped wall. Askole, which on 
the way in had impressed us as the most remote little 
village on earth, now seemed like a veritable metropo- 
lis. We found mail and other good things, including a 
sheep, the first fresh meat we had tasted in weeks. 

As Houston had stopped here with Petzoldt for three 
days in May, the town had become a real medical 
centre. Learning of our return, the people had come for 
miles to receive treatment. Many of their ailments were 
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beyond the power of pills or minor surgery, but no one 
was turned away and all received what help he could 
give them. Who knows but it proved far more effective 
than seemed possible? 

At Askole we crossed the Braldu on our last and 
longest rope bridge, a span of over too yards, and left 
the river to take advantage of a short cut over the Skoro 
La (16,644 feet), a pass blocked by snow earlier in the 
season. On our long climb out of the valley we paused 
frequently to look back over Askole and the end of the 
Biafo Glacier, which we had crossed the day before. 
After lunch we came to a high shepherds’ village, pic- 
turesque among huge boulders. We continued for 
several miles along rolling slopes covered with lovely 
flowers and camped early beside a spring. The three 
Kashmiri and two of the sahibs spent a bad night 
because of a digestive revolution variously blamed on 
bad meat, bad water, and bad eggs, but probably due 
to too much good eating. 

August I dawned raw and cloudy. Our route — ^the 
path had ended — ^lay along a grass slope, then on to 
moraine deposited by three small glaciers. The moun- 
tain tops were hidden in cloud and it began to snow 
hard. It was well that Rose Ali knew the way and led 
us up the proper glacier. The climb to the pass was long 
and rather steep. It seemed strange to be crossing 
crevasses again, for we thought we had finished with 
glacier work. The pass was spectacular, a sharp rock 
crest between two huge gendarmes. The last few feet 
were bare of snow, though flakes were stiU falling. 

Looking dowm the other side, we saw a steep rock 
slope descending to a gorge, with a stream leading into 
a narrow crooked valley. Away in the distance weis the 
Shigar River, with trees on the far side indicating a vil- 
lage. The slope was white with snow part way down, 
but below was green grass which looked most inviting. 
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Our lunch in the shelter of a huge rock was rudely 
interrupted by a near catastrophe. The coolies, follow- 
ing us down from the pass, dislodged a boulder weigh- 
ing half a ton, which came bounding down the gully 
beside us. At the last moment, instead of passing clear, 
it took a bound in our direction, crushing the pack 
frame from which Tse Tendrup had just removed the 
lunch. Had the coolies come a few minutes earlier we 
should have been without our food. 

After this interlude we scrambled down 4,000 feet of 
steep grass slope. While resting on a shoulder I watched 
two huge vultures, Himalayan griffons, soar by, turning 
their naked heads from side to side. Here we found 
quantities of wild rhubarb and gathered a supply 
which proved excellent. Later we camped on the floor 
of the nullah. We had descended 5,000 feet from the 
pass, and agreed that this long steep climb would make 
a crossing of the Skoro La in the opposite direction 
much more difficult. 

A fine morning found us on our way before six 
o’clock. The path was a little rough and tried our 
patience by chmbing a considerable distance before 
dropping steeply into the Skoro Nullah. There followed 
a lovely trip down this narrow gorge whose cool depth 
protected us from the sun’s heat. We had to cross the 
stream many times, the passages becoming more diffi- 
cult as the volume of water increased. Finally we came 
out into open country and found ourselves in the 
Shigar Valley, back on om: old road. 

The walk down to Shigar along a lane shaded by 
great poplars was delightful. Apricot-trees were loaded 
with delicious fruit and despite Ahdoo’s warning we 
were tempted to eat too many. To the Sherpas each 
tree presented a golden opportunity and they stuffed 
themselves and their pockets to the bursting point; but 
soon even their limit was reached and they were forced 
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to pass on with puzzled, longing looks, unable to profit 
further from this abundance. Everywhere natives were 
harvesting the apricots, shaking the trees and gather- 
ing them in large baskets. In all the little villages, the 
flat roofs of houses were piled with the drying fruit, 
which is an important article of food. Apricots and 
their kernels, which are used for flavouring, are the 
principal exports from Baltistan. 

Everywhere wheat fields were yellow ; some of the 
grain had been cut and was being threshed on hard 
clay floors. From four to seven black oxen were bound 
side by side and driven around a stake in the centre. 
On other floors, following this operation, men were 
tossing the wheat into the air with long-handled forks 
to let the wind blow the chaff away. A young English- 
speaking revenue officer, whom I met later, told me 
that local appraisers have to list the size of each field 
and the crop grown. His duty was to check up on these 
men to see that they were impartial. 

We reached Shigar at 1.30 and camped once more 
on the polo field. \^ile we were eagerly reading letters 
from home which we found awaiting us, the fine old 
Munshi arrived with his little son and the young Rajah 
of Shigar. Two servants followed, bearing platters of 
apricots. These were placed on the ground and we all 
sat around enjoying them and carrying on a limited 
conversation with the Munshi, who knew a few words 
of English. The Captain returned with two mission- 
aries, the first white men we had seen for months. 
General Frost of the Indian Army (retired) and Dr 
Gilbert, a young medical man, were both enthusiastic 
evangelists. We found them charming company. 

The Munshi fulfilled a hope we had been cherishing 
for weeks by again inviting us aU to his house for tea. 
It came up to our highest expectations and despite oiu: 
feasting on apricots most of the day we did full justice 
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US, and one for GhafFar Sheikh, with a good group of 
horse wallahs from Skardu and Satpura. 

Two miles south of Skardu, across the Deosai River 
from our road, was a Buddhist monument, a boulder 
twenty feet high with the sun shining brightly on the 
carvings of its eastern face. I crossed the river and 
climbed the steep bank to examine it, A seated figure of 
the Buddha was cut in low relief with right hand ex- 
tended in the teaching attitude. Around it were carved 
twenty small seated figures, and on each side a large 
standing one. At the bottom were rather lengthy in- 
scriptions in Tibetan characters. This monument is a 
relic of the time when all this country was Buddhist, 
before the conversion of the natives to Mohammedan- 
ism. 

After climbing a boulder-strewn slope the trail be- 
came a well-constructed road like that ^ong the Indus, 
and led to a beautiful lake a mile and a half in length, 
upon whose green waters the mountains cast deep 
purple shadows. Beside it was an ancient stone fortifi- 
cation probably used to defend Skardu from the south. 
Beyond the lake the road disappeared on to an area of 
round stones which extended a couple of miles to the 
pleasant village of Satpura, where I overtook the others 
eating lunch, surrounded by smiling natives. 

Leaving Satpura, famous for its good porters, we 
started to climb in earnest, the trail zigzagging steeply. 
Our stocky ponies took it willingly, but we frequently 
walked to relieve them. Five hours of steady ascent car- 
ried us above timber line to a beautiful valley carpeted 
with grass and flowers. Behind us we could see the dis- 
tant Shigar Valley with its green trees and barren 
walls, and beyond that a vast expanse of high moun- 
tains. 

We camped just below a snow-rimmed pass at the 
edge of the plateau. All about us were pony caravans 
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from Srinagar, carrying salt, rice, sugar, cloth, and 
other staples to Skardu. A trader with two coolies, 
bound for Srinagar, had some articles made of “ Shigar 
jade,” a sort of green soapstone, and we purchased a few 
bowls. Though we paid his asking price, he seemed 
loath to sell, feeling perhaps that it would make his 
journey to Srinagar less worth while. 

In the chill of early morning we climbed over the 
pass, walking to keep warm, and were soon dropping 
down into one of the shallow valleys which make up the 
Deosai Plateau. We seemed to be in a sort of saucer, 
ringed by mountain tops with patches of snow on 
them. As we rounded a shoulder, a clear view opened 
out to the west, where Nanga Parbat rose shining white 
against a blue sky. With field glasses we examined the 
tremendous southern face and could distinguish Rakiot 
Peak rising from the middle of the snowy northern 
ridge. The climbing route lay on the other side, but we 
could see the approximate location of the “Silber- 
sattel,” the plateau above it, and the summit cone, 
which looked very steep indeed. Again we wondered 
how the German Expedition was faring. 

The plateau was covered with coarse grass and 
stones. Wild flowers grew in profusion — ^blue poppies, 
yellow snapdragons, a dainty little white flower with 
cleft petals, looking at first glance like a tiny daisy, and 
many others. On this vast plain “full many a flower is 
born to blush unseen” ; yet not entirely so, for as I look 
back now my mind’s eye pictures the whole plateau 
sprinkled with these lovely blossoms. 

Larks were abxmdant, running on the ground before 
us, while along the crystal streams which we forded 
were numerous Hodgeson’s yeUow-headed wagtails. 
We camped on a gentle hillside, with tents flapping in 
a strong breeze. Near by were marmots, big- tawny 
rodents much larger than the American woodchuck. 
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Their whistles were loud and harsh, but they were 
quite tame, often allowing us to approach within 50 
feet before diving into their burrows. 

Next morning we continued across this spacious up- 
land, riding and walking alternately. A broad gap in 
the hills gave us another splendid view of Nanga Par- 
bat, the “Naked Mountain.” We climbed slowly for 
several hours, finally reaching a rocky pass with a 
patch of snow. Almost on the pass were two deep-green 
lakes. After lunch on the other side we dropped down 
into a valley of the “Little Deosai.” Following this for 
several miles, we climbed out of it across the Chota 
Burzil Pass and then went down a steep trail. Passing 
through a forest of small white birches — apparently 
bowed down by snows, for each tree grew out hori- 
zontally a few feet before turning upward — we emerged 
on the Gilgit Road about half a mile below the Burzil 
Bungalow. This is the road which most of the Nanga 
Parbat expeditions have used. To us it seemed like a 
boulevard, for it was eight or ten feet wide with sub- 
stantial wooden bridges. There was also a telegraph 
line. 

We camped just above Minimarg, a little village of 
ungainly log houses below a hillside with a fine stand 
of evergreens. Next day our road led down the valley 
of the Kishanganga. On our right were open rolling 
meadows, on our left the river of clear water, now rush- 
ing down narrow gorges, now lingering in deep, green 
pools. Across the river a heavily forested mountainside 
was a pleasing contrast to the barren country over 
which we had been travelling. One of the pools in the 
river tempted Bates and Houston to a cool plunge 
which frightened myriads of trout. Here we made tea 
and had our mid-morning lunch. Among the flowers 
along the roadside were large white columbines with 
blue throats. From the woods came the clear notes of 
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the Himalayan whistling thrush, a blue-black bird with 
a yellow bill, resembling the English blackbird. 

The Sherpas were unusually slow and quiet. Ques- 
tioning brought out the fact that in an orgy at Mini- 
marg the night before they had consumed a whole 
sheep ! Late in tlie afternoon we came to Gurais, a vil- 
lage of log houses scattered for several miles along the 
valley. The roofs consisted of wooden slabs running 
from ridge to eaves, giving a rough ungainly appear- 
ance. We crossed the Kishanganga on a fee suspension 
bridge with cables of steel instead of woven willow 
withes, and continued for a few miles below the town 
to a grove of enormous cottonwoods. A more beautiful 
camping place would be hard to imagine. Soft grass 
carpeted the glades between giant trees, while fallen 
trunks four feet in diameter separated the cooking area 
and formed a dining alcove. 

Through the wood flowed a clear, cold stream which 
was filled with trout. Houston and Bates cut some poles 
and fished with bent pins tied on to mending thread, 
while Phinsoo, using a heavy tent pole, was just as un- 
successful. After dinner we sat and talked while moon- 
beams filtered through the trees transforming our park 
into a fairy wood. 

Learning that there was to be a long hard climb next 
day, the Sherpas, with GhaflTar Sheikh acting as their 
agent, hired three horses on which to take turns riding. 
Poor horsemen, but proud of themselves and deter- 
mined to get their money’s worth, they kept whipping 
their steeds into an uncomfortable trot ; they clung to 
their saddles with pack frames banging against their 
backs as they disappeared shrieking around the bends. 
At frequent intervals we would overtake one who had 
dismounted to retrieve his hat, to smoke a cigarette, or 
to wait for another Sherpa to come along and take his 
turn on horseback. 
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For several miles our way lay through wooded park- 
land along the Kishanganga, then left the river to 
ascend a long side valley to the Tragbal Pass (11,586 
feet). We passed two camel trains on their way from 
Srinagar back to Gilgit. One associates these large 
creatures with desert country and it was quite sur- 
prising to meet them striding along a forest trail. The 
road led upward through stands of huge deodar and 
spruce, with some growths of blue pine and white 
birch. 

Rising above tree line we had a splendid view back 
over the wooded valley. It was still a long way to the 
summit. Near the top we came upon a great flock of 
sheep, two thousand or more. We were told that they 
are driven up here in the spring to fatten during the 
summer on this high country. 

The pass was flUed with cloud, preventing a hoped- 
for view of Nanga Parbat. A few miles down the other 
side we pitched our last camp on a grassy shoulder. 
Below us lay Wular Lake and the Vale of Kashmir, 
spread out in a great carpet of misty greens. Above the 
haze, which added to the Vsile’s allure, were hundreds 
of kites and vultures, soaring in slow, majestic circles. 
The trees began 100 feet below us and 1,000 feet farther 
a tiny lake showed the location of the Tragbal Bunga- 
low. Behind us was a grassy hollow dotted with grazing 
dzos, its outline framing more distant hills, while off to 
the south-east rose Haramukh, the mountain from 
which K2 was first triangulated. 

We spent the afternoon lolling in the hot sun and 
talking quietly of all that had happened during our 
three months’ journey. After dinner, as we looked 
down into the deeperdng haze, we spoke a little sadly of 
our return to civilization, sorry to be quitting our 
happy nomad life. Long after dark we crawled into the 
tents and lay on our sleeping bags, each with his own 
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thoughts of the past and future gradually dissolving 
into sleep. 

On August 9 the police whistle called us for the last 
time when Ghaffar Sheikh made his round of the tents 
with “ Good morning, five o’clock.” We breakfasted in 
the growing daylight and left at six. Our men and 
horses went by road while we dropped straight down 
on rocky paths through the woods, descending 3,000 
feet in an hour and a half. Then we passed through the 
outskirts of a village with fields of tall ripe maize to a 
bridge a few miles above Bandipura. Crossing the 
river, we found a grassy spot in the shade of some trees 
to await the arrival of our lorry which had been 
ordered by wire to meet us at two o’clock. 

A barber made his appearance with hundreds of 
chits which he insisted on our reading. One by one 
they added to his praises until we realized that if these 
recommendations could be credited we had at our dis- 
posal the services of a truly remarkable barber, un- 
doubtedly the best in Kashmir, if not in the whole of 
India. A chair was placed in the shade of a tree, Ahdoo 
heated some water, and the good man set to work on 
our tousled locks and scraggly beards, causing such a 
transformation that upon their arrival a litde later our 
grinning Sherpas hardly recognized their sahibs. They 
apparently approved, for they also had their hair cut 
while we engaged in a half-hearted ball game, using a 
small food bag filled with sand. 

With the lorry came a surprise, ordered by the 
Captain, a basket containing bottles of beer on ice 
and a luscious pink cake. Some of the beer was 
shared with the Sherpas while we fell ravenously 
upon the cake. We paid our horse wallahs and 
bade farewell to their head man, a giant, good- 
natured fellow with a deep-voiced, Bo~ia-cka, sahib, 
bo-da-cha.” (Very good, sir, very good.) They set out 

T 
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for Bandipura hoping lo pick up some freight to 
carry back to Skardu. 

Then six sahibs, six Sherpas, three Kashmiri, and 
ten pony loads of kit were piled in and on to the little 
Chevrolet lorry. When, a mile down the road, we over- 
took our horses, they broke away from the men and 
stampeded in all directions ; probably they had never 
seen an automobile before. One ran snorting ahead of 
us for a mile or more before finding sanctuary with 
other horses in a field and allowing us to pass. We con- 
tinued on our rough ride, with frequent stops to refill 
the boiling radiator, until we came at last to the out- 
skirts of Srinagar, where many vendors sat along the 
roadside with trays of melons, grapes, apples, plums, 
and all sorts of delicious-looking fruit. Soon we were 
embroiled in the bustling city traific, with its jingling 
tonga bells and tooting automobile horns and unaccus- 
tomed crowds of people. 

We proceeded to a houseboat engaged for us on the 
Jhelum River, where a high tea officially closed the 
expedition. The Royal Family was a magnificent craft 
and as we sat in the dining-room, served by the mangi 
and his little uniformed son, consuming pounds of 
fruit and dozens of little cakes, we agreed that civiliza- 
tion had some charms after all. 

In the evening we sat on the upper deck, with cool- 
ing drinks, watching the lights of the town and the 
small boats passing by, and talked till midnight. The 
Captain must fly at once to England. Petzoldt would 
remain in India for a while. The rest of us planned to 
go up through tfie Khyber Pass and journey homeward 
across Afghanistan and Iran. 

Behind us were unforgettable days — days on the 
march, and days on the peak, whose memories we 
would not exchange for anything. No harm had come 
to us or to any of our helpers. In a few days we must 
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say farewell to our Kashmiri and our faithful little 
Shcrpas. We would often think of them in the days 
to come, and also at times of certain stalwart figures 
and swarthy faces back in the little villages of Baltistan. 
Later we sahibs too must part to go our separate ways, 
but we knew that our bond of friendship would last 
as long as life itself. And perhaps deep in the mind of 
each was the wistful, doubtful, almost unhoped-for 
wish that some day we might go out again together, 
with conquest as our single aim, and climb once more 
those rocky, icebound slopes which rise to the lofty 
summit of K2. 
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Appendices 

APPENDIX I 

EXPEDITIONS TO THE KARAKORAM 
Richaxd L. Burdsall 

The date, leader and principal accomplishments of each 
expedition are given. References are made to periodicals, 
and by numbers to the list of books at the end. Abbrevia- 
tions: AJ. =Alpine Journal; GJ. =Geographical Journal; 
HJ.=H!imalayan Joinnal; !l^v. =Rivista MensUe del Club 
Alpino Italiano; Zft. — Zeitschrift des Deutschen und 
Osterrdlchischen Alpenvereins. 

1856-7 A. Schlagintweit E. Muztagh Pass (about 18,045 

ft.) HJ. VI (1904) p. 147; 15. 

1887 Younghusband Muztagh Pass (17,789 ft.) after 

crossing Asia. AJ. 3QV (1889) ; 
QJ* P- 522; 21. 

1889 Younghusband Explored source of Oprang 

(Shaksgam) ; discovered Saltoro 
Pass ; Indira Col (20,866 ft.) ; 2 1 . 
1892 Martin Conway Explored Hispar, Biafb and 

Baltoro Glaciers; crossed Nu- 
shik La; climbed Pioneer Peak 
(22,600 ft.) AJ. XVI p. 413 ; I ; 
6 ; 9 - 

1899 Bullock-Workman Explored Biafo Glacier; 

climbed Kosar Gunge (21,000 
ft.) and in region of Skoro La. 
AJ. XIX p. 623; AJ- XX p. 
13; 2. 

1902 O. Eckenstem Attempted Kg, reaching 21,000 

ft. on north-east spur. Zft. 
35 (1904) p. 88; 12. 

1902 Bullock-Workman Explored Chogo Lungma Gla- 

cier. AJ- XXII p. 16; 3. 

2Q2 
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1903 Bullock- Workman 

1903 Ferber and Honig- 
man 

1908 Bullock- Workman 

1909 Duke of Abruzzi 

1909 T. G. Longstaflf 

1 91 1 Bullock- Workman 

1912 Bullock- Workman 
1913-14 Filipo de Filippi 

1922 C. Visser 

1925 G. Visser 

1926 Kenneth Mason 


Explored Chogo Lungma Gla- 
cier; climbed Mt. Chogo 
21,506 ft.) and Lungma( 22,573 
ft.) ; attempted Pyramid Peak 
(24,492 ft.), reaching 23,390 ft. 
AJ. XXII p. 494; 3. 

Muztagh Pass. GJ. 1907, p. 630 ; 
Zft. 36 (1905) p. 113. 

Explored Hispar Glacier. Riv. 
1934 p. 651 ; 4. 

Attempted K2, reaching 21,870 
ft. at Savoia Pass; attempted 
Skyang Kangri (Staircase Peak) 
24,750 ft.), reaching 21,650 ft.; 
attempted Ghogolisa I [Bride 
Peak] (25,110 ft.) reaching 
24,600 ft. AJ. XXV pp. 107 
and 331 ; 10. 

Saltoro Pass; Kgyong La; Ghu- 
lung La; discovered Siachen 
Glacier. AJ. XXXIV p. 413; 
AJ. XXXV (1911) pp. 38 and 
485; GJ. XXXV (1910) p. 
622 ; 5. 

Explored between the Baltoro 
and Siachen Glaciers. AJ. 
XXXII p. 141 ; Riv. 1934 p. 
651 ; 5 * 

Explored Siachen Glader; In- 
dira Col (20,866 ft.). AJ. 
XXXII p. 141 ; GJ. 1914, p. 
“ 7 ; 5 - 

Explored Rimo Glacier and 
near sources of Shyok and Yar- 
kand rivers. AJ. XXXVII p. 

397; “• 

Eiqplored Saser Muztagh. AJ. 

XXXVp.75;i9. 

Explored Hunza VaUey and 
Batura Glacier; GJ. 1926 17; 
19* 

Explored the Shaksgam Valley. 
GJ. 1927 pp. 289 and 342; 13. 
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1927 Montagnier Explored Gujerb Glacier. AT. 

1918 p. 252; GJ.LXXIp.513. 
1929 Duke of Spoleto Explored Baltoro Glacier and 

Shaksgam Valley ; climbed 
Cheri Chor (17,881 ft.). GJ. 
1930 pp. 385 and 402 ; 14. 

1929 C. Visser Explored Siachen Glacier and 

Baser Muztagh ; Karakoram 
Pass; Shyok Valley. HJ. Ill 
(1931) p. 13 ; Die Alpen 1930 
p. 201 ; Die Alpen 1931 p. 281 ; 
18; 19. 

1930 G. Dainelli Lolle Italia (about 20,000 ft.) 

(Teram CSher) ; Rimo Glacier. 
HJ. IV (1932) p. 46 ; 7 - 

1933 Gregory and Auden Topographical expedition to 

Biago Glacier HJ. VI (1934) 
p.67. 

1934 Dyhrenfurth Climbed Baltoro Kangri 

[Golden Throne] (23,990 ft.) 
and Qiieen Mary Pe^ (24,350 
ft.) and attempted Gasher- 
brum I [Hidden Peak]. HJ. 

VIII (1936) p. 107; Riv. 1936 
p. 337; Die Alpen 1935, p. 67; 
Der Bergsteiger 1935, p. 193; 8. 

1935 G. Visser Explored Shaksgam Valley. 

1935 J. Waller Attempted Peak 36 (25,400 ft.), 

reaching 24,500 ft. AJ. XLVII 
(1935) P- 282; HJ. VII (1936) 
p. 14; HJ. IX (1937) p. 127. 

1936 H. de S^gogne Attempted Gasherbrum I 

[Hidden Peak] (26,470 ft.) 
reaching about 22,960 ft. HJ. 

IX (1937) p. 100; La Montagne 
1936, p. 43 ; Alpinism 1936; p. 
3i7;La Montagne 1937, p. 5; 16. 

1937 E. Shipton Explored Shaksgam. Aj. L p. 

256. 

1938 J. Waller Attempted Masherbrum (25,- 

660 ft.) reaching about 25,000 
ft. on feice between south-east 
and east ridges. ly. XI (1939). 
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APPENDIX U 

SUMMARY OF EXPEDITION 
ACTIVITIES 

Charles S. Houston 

April 12 Party leaves New York 
27 Houston leaves New York 
May 9 Rawalpindi; Entire party assembles for first 
time 

13 Departure from Srinagar alter three busy days 
Approach 

DATE MILES 

May 16 60 We cross the Zoji La (11,600 ft.) at 

midnight 

17 88 Dras: First day in Baltistan 

19 120 ELharal 

22 168 Tolti; We see a native polo game 

25-26 241 Skardu: Capital of Baltistan. We 

cross the Indus 

27-29 279 Yuno; Our coolies strike 

June 3-5 323 Askole: Pctzoldt is sick for three 

days 

8 343 Urdukos: Our first camp alongside 

the Baltoro Glacier 

12 362 Base Camp at last: Coolies sent back 

to Askole to return in forty-five days 

Reconnaissance and Attack 

June 13 Base Camp: Snow 

14 First camp on Savoia Glacier 
Bates and Streatfeild return to Base 

15 Second camp established in storm 

Bates and Streatfeild go towards Concordia 
and back 

16 House and Houston established below Savoia 
Pass 

Bates and Streatfiald pack to base of Abruzzi 
Ridge 
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June 17 First attempt on Savoia Pass by House and 
Houston fails 

Houston and Burdsall return to Base 

Bates and Streatfeild start for the North-east 

Ridge 

18 Snow: House and Petzoldt return to Base 

19 Entire party assembles at Base 

House and Petzoldt return to Savoia Pass 
camp in snow 

20 Second defeat on Savoia Pass due to fresh 
snow 

21 Entire party moves up to camp on Godwin- 
Austen Glacier at foot of Abruzzi Ridge. 

22 Bates, Burdsall and Houston examine North- 
east Ridge from several sides. 

House and Petzoldt climb southern wall of 
valley to look across at Abruzzi ridge 

23 All return to Base 

House and Houston reconnoitre to nearly 
19,000 ft. on Abruzzi ridge and return to Base 

24 Bates and House camp near Savoia Pass for 
third attempt 

Houston and Streatfeild return to camp 
beneath Abruzzi ridge 

25 Bates and House are turned back on rock rib 
east of Savoia Pass 

Houston and Streatfeild climb to 20,000 ft. on 
North-east Ridge and return 

26 Storm 

27 All return to Base in storm 

28 Storm 

29 Entire party carries loads to Camp I at foot of 
Abruzzi ridge and returns to Base in snow 

30 Second pack to Gamp I in clearing weather 
July I House and Petzoldt are established at Camp I 

while others return to Base 
One tin of gasoline is lost 

2 House and Petzoldt reconnoitre to Gamp 11 
Others move up to Camp I 

3 Entire party packs to Gamp 11 establishing 
House and Petzoldt there 

Streatfeild starts for Concordia and Gasher- 
brum 
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4 House and Pctzoldt reconnoitre to Camp III 
Bales and Burdsall and Sherpas pack loads to 
Gamp 11 

Houston and two Sherpas bring down loads 
from North-east Camp 

Streatfeild goes from Concordia to Gasher- 
brum and back 

5 House and Petzoldt pack to Camp III 
Bates, Burdsall and Houston pack to Camp II 
Streatfeild comes up to Base from Concordia 

6 House and Petzoldt descend to Gamp I after 
strengthening route to Gamp III 

Burdsall and Houston with Sherpas go to Base 
returning to Gamp I with loads 
Streatfeild arrives at Gamp I having found no 
gasoline 

7 Four men move up to Camp II 
Streatfeild and one Sherpa pack to Camp II 
and return to Camp I 

Burdsall and Sherpas go to Base returning 
with loads 

8 Storm 

Houston and Sherpas go down to Gamp I and 
bring up loads 

Burdsall moves up to Camp II 

9 Four men pack to Gamp III 

10 Houston and Petzoldt are established in Camp 
III by others who return to Gamp II 
StreatfdDid goes to Base to meet coolies from 
Askole 

1 1 Houston and Petzoldt reconnoitre to Gamp IV 
Bates and House carry loads to Camp III 
leaving two Sherpas camped there 

Burdsall and Streatfeild fetch loads from Camp , 
I to Camp II 

Twelve coolies arrive at Base Camp with wood 
and mail 

12 Bates and House and one more Sherpa move 
up to Camp III 

Streatfeild and Burdsall go down to Base 

12 Houston and Petzoldt carry loads to Camp IV 

13 Bates and House established in Camp IV by 
others 
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July 13 Burdsall and Stxeatfeild move up again to 
Gamp I with mail — ^the firet in six weeks 

14 Bates and House reconnoitre to Gamp V 
Petzoldt and Sherpas carry loads to Gamp IV 
Houston descends to Gamp II to bring up 
supplies and mail sent up to Gamp II with 
Sherpas 

15 Bales and House carry loads to Gamp V 
Houston and Petzoldt move from Gamp III 
to IV with three Sherpas and later go on to 
Gamp V 

Burdsall and Streatfeild move to camp at foot 
of North-east Ridge 

16 Houston and Petzoldt reconnoitre to Gamp 

VI 

Bates and House with three Sherpas move up 
to Gamp V 

Burdsall and Streatfeild climb to 20,000 ft. on 
North-east Ridge turn back and go up to 
Windy Gap t 

17 Storm holds movmtain party in camp 
Burdsall and Streatfeild return to Base from 
North-east 

18 Houston and Petzoldt pack to Gamp VI and 
recoimoitre above 

Bates and House with Sherpas set up one tent 
at Gamp VI and return to Gamp V 

19 Houston and Petzoldt climb Black Pyramid 
and return to Gamp VI 

Bates and House with Sherpas move up to 
Gamp VI 

Burdsall and Streatfeild go down to Concor- 
dia 

20 Foxur climbers and Pasang Kikuli carry loads 
on top of Black Pyramid establishing Houston 
and Petzoldt there in Gamp VII while others 
return to Gamp VI 

Burdsall and Streatfeild survey about Con- 
cordia 

21 Houston and Petzoldt climb to base of sum- 
mit cone at 26,000 ft. and return to Gamp 

VII 
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July 22 

23 

24 


25 

26 


30 

August 2 



10 


Houston and Petzoldt return to Gamp VI 
Entire party descends wth kit to Camp IV 
Burdsall and Streatfeild return to Base from 
Concordia 

Party descends to Camp II 

Clouds come in over summit 

Burdsall goes up to Camp I 

Burdsall climbs to Camp II to help party 

down 

Streatfeild goes to Gamp I from Base 
Entire party reunited and descends to Base 
Rest day at Base with baths 
Coolies arrive a day early 
We leave K2 and start home 
Thin high clouds on all the summits 
Askolc again 

We cross the Skoro La in a blinding snow- 
storm 
Skardu 

We cross the Plains of the Deosai 
Along the Gilgit Road 
Srinagar; Journey’s End 


» * « « 


HEIGHT 
(in feet) 


Base Camp 16,600 

Camp I 17*700 

Camp II • . • • 19*300 

Camp III 20,700 

Camp IV 21,500 

CampV 22,000 

Camp VI 23,300 

Camp VII 24*700 
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EQUIPMENT 
Charles S. Houston, m.d. 


Clothing 

Woollens: Duncan. Four sweaters, two underwear per 
man. Turtle-neck sweaters, long underwear, natural 
very lightweight, loose-weave woollens. Excellent. 

Mittens and Socks: Lawrie. Six pairs Herdwick brushed- 
wool socks, in two different sizes to fit one over the 
other, marked with different coloured tape. Do not 
shrink, very warm, best climbing sock we know. Four 
lightweight Shetland mittens. Excellent. 

Windproof Suits: Flint. Double thickness Grenfell parka 
and trousers separate. Absolutely windproof, very 
tough, built to measure. One of best items we had. 

Gauntlets: Osborne. Soft buckskin mitt with canvas cuff. 
Leather is soft enough so m itt can be used on difidcult 
rock safely. Very wsum, dries rapidly. 

Boots: Lawrie. Unlined Mark VIII with nailing to taste. 
One of finest boots for alpine climbing made; leather 
is non-freezing and very good. The toe is not deep 
enough, and the sole not wide enough to wear com- 
fortably over socks needed at high altitude. If this is 
corrected, and if boot is fitted by Lawrie personally, or 
by cobbler here over desired number of socks, then 
this boot will be very good. We do not know any other 
boot as good even with these faults. Paul Bauer has a 
boot made in Munich, with the sole built on a slight 
curve to avoid the inevitable crease over the toe. P. 
AUain in Paris also has a good boot. 

Shoes: Personal. Each man has individual taste for the 
long heird walk in. Majority preferred a low, rubber- 
soled shoe. Must be chosen with great care and 
thoroughly broken in before trip starts. Sneakers are 
good. Metal arch-supporters recommended. 

Rain Capes: Gamp and Sports. Rambler model, light and 
tough, and waterproof; built to shelter pack also. Use- 
ful even if one never sees rain. 
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Miscellaneous: Wool scarf for high altitudes. Face mask 
of cloth or light leather very useful against high winds 
in upper camps. Soft-felt hat is more comfortable than 
solar topi and just as good. Many handkerchidfe, large 
and preferably silk. Insoles, felt or better sea-weed 
(Osborne), very important against sweating of feet. 
Pajamas worn by most of us as high as 16,000 ft. Polo 
shirt, shorts, long stockings, light ski-jacket for march 
to base camp. 

Climbing Kit 

Pack-frames: Camp and Sports. Light (1.5 lbs.), of dura- 
luminium, Everest model. Very necessary for carrying 
boxes, bags, etc. For Sherpa porters and sahibs. 

Crampons: Lawrie. Stainless steel. Eckenstein model with 
two-strap binding simple to do and undo, and does 
not bind the toes too tightly. 

Pitons: P. Allain. Iron or duraluminium; by far the best 
and lightest we know. The duraluminium ones did not 
break in cold weather under sudden strain. 

Karaiiners: Lawrie. Small tapered ones with small filed 
edge on opening jaw to facilitate quick use. 

Goggles: Hamblin. Everest model of Crookes glziss. Pale- 
golden colour, very comfortable to wear and absolutely 
safe. Head strap not as good as frame and glass. Can 
be made to prescription at extra cost. Best moimtain 
goggle we know. 

Rope: Beale. Latest and best is half-way between Alpine 
line and Alpine rope : very strong, soft and safe. For teed 
rope we used f" hemp bought in Bombay, 1,700 feet. 

Willow Wands: Personal. J' x 36' dowels. Paint one end 
black for 6-8' to aid visibility. Essential for marking 
route along crevassed glacier in case of storm. 

Snowshoes: Camp and Sports. Duraluminium firames 
about 18* oval, with rawhide lacing. Too flexible, not 
very good, need much improvement, then would be 
valuable even on steep slopes. 

Camping Kit 

Tents: Burns. Meade model, called Yak tent, has V-poles 
at each end, holds two men and stove, very simple to 
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pitch. Of excellent cloth and design, waterproof, and 
will not tear even in very high wind. A splendid tent 
especially where camp sites are small and need to be 
built up. 

Tents: Abercrombie. Pyramid tent, with centre pole, one 
guy rope, no wall, holds three or four men. Easy to 
pitch on hard terrain. Not perfect as yet ; needs changes. 

Tents: Woods. Standard Logan. Best tent for base camp 
or any level ground. Spacious and stands wind well. 
Needs waterproojfing. 

Sleeping bags: Bums. Two bags: inner of eiderdown, 
Imed with soft flannel ; outer of live goose down. Total 
weight 7,5 lbs. Both bags tapered, inner with good design 
hood. We were never cold. Bag is a little too short for 
a tall man, should be a little wider for the average 
man. Made to order costing about $45 for eider in 
inner bag, $35 for goose in both (almost as good). The 
most satisfactory bag we know for warm light sleeping. 

Mattresses: Abercrombie. Half length air mattress. Very 
tough, weighing about 4 lbs. Lasts two seasons at least. 
Where sleep is as important as it is at high altitude we 
feel extra weight is worth it. Lighter, cheaper mat- 
tresses pxmeture too easily, leak. 

Snow-shovels: Beale. Bernina model, of aluminium, with 
short handle, detachable. Better than model that at- 
taches to ice axe. Very light and strong. 

Stoves: Condrupp. Primus stove model No. 221 L. 
Burners adjusted for any specified altitude by maker. 
Benzine can be bought in India: gasoline is as good. 
We had no trouble as high as we used them, 24,700 ft. 
Get set of extra parts and spare cleaners. Don’t use 
ethyl gas. Funnels to fill stove must be bought at 
home. 

Fuel: Benzine or gasoline; hramd recommended by Gon- 
drupp can be bought anywhere and is good. Use Meta, 
solid fuel, to start stove; much better than alcohol or 
gasoline. Strike-anywhere matches are not good above 
16,000 ft.: take box-matches, also small fidetion-top 
tins for carrying above base. Take about four times as 
many as you think necessary as coolies are crazy for 
them. 
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Containers: Gamp and Sports. Aluminium water bottles, 
with screw tops, holding i qt. Ideal for carrying gas on 
mountain, strong, light and leak-proof. On way to base 
use 2-gal. tins; 4-gal. is too heavy. Take at least two 
qt. bottles for every camp anticipated. 

Packing: Abercrombie. 18' duffels for personal kit. 9' 
duffels for food, etc. 15, 10, 5, i lb. paraffin bags for 
carrying cereals, sugar, fhiit, etc., are essential; these 
fit neatly into duffels (9'). Best and safest way to carry 
perishable food. Large sacks to carry 50 lbs. of coolie 
food, etc., can be made in Kashmir : make at least twice 
as many as needed for food, as porters need some to 
carry their clothing unless others are provided. Ply- 
wood boxes (three thickness) 10' x 12" x 24" can be cut 
at home and assembled in Srinagar. Reinforce with 
i" strips inside and tin edging. Hinge and lock for lid. 
If well made these are better and far lighter than local 
y^dan. 

Kitchen: Local, Aluminium dekshi made in Srinagar is 
cheapest, best and lightest heating cookset we know. 
Take at least two for every camp anticipated. On 
mountain we used pint cup and spoon per man. On 
way in add light plate, fork. Sherpas need same. For 
march in take several empty 4-gal. gas tins with handles 
fitted to knocked out tops. On mountain use collap- 
sible light canvas buckets made by Camp and Sports. 

Hardware: New York. 50 and lOo-lb. scales essential. 
Several dozen assorted copper rivets. Pliers, good 
screwdriver, one or two spools wire and tape. One ball 
heavy twine and several himdred feet clothes-line. Four 
light flashlights, and few extra batteries. One dozen 
long-burning candles and collapsible lantern (Lawric). 
Two light steel cash-boxes for carrying coolie pay. 
Several himdred waterproof tags (Deimison) to tie on 
food-bags. Small notebooks and pendls for listing at 
base ceimp and notes. Sewing kit with much thread. 
Steel mirror. One wash basin. 

Porter Otiteits 

Woollens: Camp and Sports. Two pair wool undor 
drawers, 2 pair undershirts, 3 tuille-neck sweaters. 
Windproof suits or khaJd jaoqua very good. Balaclava 

D 



3o6 


APPENDIX IV 


wool helmet. Ski gauntlets and mitts of best wool. Socks 
should be numerous: suggest six pair ordinary cheap 
wool pair for march in and on mountain, then at least 
four pair of best quality to be given out at base camp 
for mountain. Sherpa wears out socks very fast, needs 
as many as sahib. Boots : Lawrie. Make on Ghurka last 
to fit wide short Sherpa foot. Suggest 3 size 7, 3 size 8 
and 1-52 size 9. Many extra laces, and grease to suit. 
Ordinary mountain goggles, two pairs apiece. All 
coolies have to be given goggles on Baltoro, so get 80- 
100 cheap Japanese paim in Srinagar. Porter sleeping 
bags made by Burns, double bags, lined or unlined, 
with good down, costing about $15- $20. Our Sherpas 
never complained. Mattresses desirable, but not essen- 
tial. Take good ones, if any, as Sherpas burst the cheap 
ones rapidly. 


Firms Dealt With: 

David T. Abercrombie, 311 Broadway, New York City. 
Arthur Beale, 194 Shaftesbury Avenue, London. 

Robert Bums, Hanover Mill, London Road, Manchester, 
England. 

Camp and Sports, 21 Newgate Street, London. 
Condrupp, 77 Fore Street, London. 

Mrs C. Duncan, New Road, Scalloway, Shetland Isles. 
Theodore Hamblin, 15 Wigmore Street, London. 
Howard Flint, 38 Maddox Street, London. 

Robert Lawrie, Bryanston Street, Marble Arch, London. 
Asa Osborne, 8 Higll Street, Boston, Mass. 


APPENDIX IV 

FINANCIAL 
Richard L. BurdsaJl 

The total cost of the expedition, including travelling 
expenses of five men firom New York to India and return, 
was $9,434.03, made up as fi^ows : 
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Equipment 

Food 

Travel 

Freight 

Expenses in Field (3 months) Rupees 
Coolies 4 

Pack Horses 549-10 

Riding Horses 71-14 

Food and wood for Sahibs 277-15 

Food for Shcrpas & Kashmiris ‘214- 8 

Rest Houses 30-14 

Baksheesh 69- 5 

Misc. 298-15 


3,026- 5 

Sherpas (six) 1,074- o 

Kashmiris (three) 440- o 


Cables, telegrams, postage, stationery 

Photography 

Misc. 
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$2,620.73 

364.24 

3,803.80 

387.07 

Dollars 

57647 

206.11 

26.95 

104.23 

80.44 

11.58 

25-99 

II2.I0 


1,134.87 1,134.87 

402.75 
165.00 
58.28 
430.63 
66.66 


9434-03 


Expenditures were made in the following currencies : 


Dollars 

Pounds Sterling 
French Francs 
Indian Rupees 


:^ 374 - o- 4 Average rate $4.99 
3,018.35 „ „ .0321 

9>030- 5 » » -375 


4,084.44 

1,866.34 

96.89 

3,386.36 


9,434-03 

Equipment: Minimum quantity but best quality ob- 
tainable ; nearly 70 per cent (in value) came from England. 

Food: 40 lbs. pemmican from Denmark, 60 lbs. butter 
and 43 J lbs. Cheddar cheese from England, 20 lbs. Tob- 
la:’s chocolate (for variety), from France, 10 lbs. tinned 
meat from India; remainder of food from America. This 
item does not include food purchased in field. 

Travel: Transatlantic 3rd Glass; railroad Cherbourg to 
Marseilles, steamer Marsdlles to Bombay, raifroad Bombay 
to Rawalpindi, aU and Glass. This item indud^ hotel 
(a days in Paris, i night in Rawalpindi, 4 days in Srinagar), 
meals, tips, a week on a houseboat after return to Srinagar, 
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and Hotjston’s airplane trip from London to Karachi, 
India. 

Expenses in Field: Includes everything spent during 
the 3 1 -day trip from Srinagar to the Base Gamp, 43 days 
at the mountain, and 15-day return journey to Srinagar. 
Through the kindness of the Kashmir Government we 
were able to purchase in Srinagar two drafts on the Treasury 
in Skardu, one for 1,500 rupees ($462.50) which we esushed 
on the way in, and one for 1,000 rupees ($375.00) which 
we cashed coming out. Paper money was not of much use 
beyond Skardu, so we left this town with 75 lbs._ (ij porter 
loads) of rupees and eight, two, and one anna pieces. 

Coolies: Our food and equipment weighed about 4,000 
lbs. and when horses could not be used we required 75 
porters, who received from one-half to one rupee per day, 
depending upon the length and difficulty of the stage. On 
leaving Askole the number of porters had to be increased 
to 95 in order to carry their own food for the 8-day trip 
to the Base Camp and 5-day return. The extra food porters 
were sent back as the flour was consumed. 

Pack Horses: They carried 150 to 160 lbs. (3 coolie 
loads) so 25 horses were sufficient. Costing i to rupees 
per day, including a river, they were cheaper than porters. 

Riding Horses: Few were used on the journey to the 
mountain, but returning we all rode on the six-day trip 
over the Deosai. 

Food and Wood for Sahibs: Sheep (7 to 10 rupees, $2.65 
to $3.75 each), chickens (about 12 annas, $.28 each), eggs 
(5 annas, $.12 per doz., we took 23 dozen from Askole), rice, 
and flour were purchased on the journey. 

Food for Sherpas and Kashmiris: Tsamba (barley flour), 
atta (wheat flour) and tea were supplied to the Sherpas; 
also some of our own food when on me moimtain. A money 
allowance for food was given to the Kashnriris. 

Rest Houses: We prdferred our tents and used bunga- 
lows only at the larger towns. 

Sherpas: This item includes travdling expenses for (he 
six Sherpas from Dageeling to Srinagar and return, totalling 
285 rupees ($107). 

Kashmiris: Covers wages and baksheesh for our S h a kiri , 
cook, and coolie. 

Phatograpfy: Indudes the purchase of one 16 mm. movie 
camera and exposme meter, movie film, and devdoping, etc. 



APPENDIX V 


309 


APPENDIX V 

FOOD 

Robert H. Bates 

If you ever look over your diary of a former expedition, 
you will be surprised at the frequency with which food is 
mentioned. And yet if you recollect the actual trip itself, 
you will recall that food of one sort or another was almost 
always under discussion. There were the days of blizzard 
when, lying in sleeping bags, you all pondered what you 
would most like to have for dinner; and, as that was im- 
possible, what you would certainly have when the expedi- 
tion staged its reunion banquet the following winter. 

Because of this tremendous emphasis on food, the com- 
missary of any expedition must expect strange laments, such 
as one I remember on a crevassed Alaskan glacier a few 
years a^o, when the chap behind me suddenly remarked, 
“Gee, I wish I had a cucumber!” But cucumbers and 
truffles and champa^e cannot be carried on a light, mobile 
expedition which wishes to limit its food to less than two 
pounds a man per day. This is forcefully brought home 
when one realizes that the average expeditionary will eat 
three times as much at any given meal in the mountains as 
he eats at home — ^provided he gets the chance. 

Our food lists for the Karakoram were based on the food 
used by Bradford Washburn in four journeys to Alaska or 
the Yulcon; and on the lists of expeditions to Foraker, Wad- 
dington, hfinya Konka and Nanda Devi. As there were 
members of liese various expeditions on the Karakoram 
imdertaking the commissary fdt that many of his problems 
were solved. 

During the 30-day trip from Srinagar to the moimtain 
and the 14-day return journey, we bought meat (chickens 
or sheq)) and eggs most of the time. Occasionally we got a 
few poor v^etables, but for our other supplies we had to 
depend on the expedition stores. 

A typical breaJaast on the march consisted of tea, dried 
fruit, cereal and eggs. On the moimtain the eggs (except at 
Base Gamp), and sometimes the fruit, were lacking. For 
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lunch we had crackers or chupattis (native unleavened 
bread) with butter, cheese or sardines, chocolate or malted 
milk, and sometimes dried fruit or dates, supplemented on 
rare occasions by hard-boiled eggs or jam. Supper usually 
consisted of soup, meat, dried vegetables, crackers and tea. 
On the march from Srinagar, curries, pilaus and other 
native dishes were often the whole meal, while at the higher 
camps pemmican and biscuits composed the menu. 

Tlxe amounts taken for the six-man team for three months 
follow : 

50 lbs. of quick oatmeal (25 lbs. iron ration). 

20 lbs. Maltex. 

10 lbs. com meal. 

10 lbs. Cream of Wheat. 

We found oatmeal the easiest cereal to cook at high alti- 
tudes, but Maltex the most popular when it could be 
thoroughly cooked. Variety of cereals for a long trip cannot 
be too great. 

50 lbs. American dried apricots. 

20 lbs. Baltistan dried apricots. 

20 lbs. dried apples. 

20 lbs. confectionized prunes. 

15 lbs. seedless raisins. 

10 lbs. stoned dates. 

10 lbs. dried peaches. 

5 lbs. figs. 

The apricots from John Leonard, Cupertino, Cal., were 
especiaUy good to eat raw. The Balti apricots had an en- 
tirely different flavour smd when cooked were delicious. The 
pitted prunes (Mrs Bee Ritchie, Synnuvale, Cal.) became 
slightly fermented but required no cooking and came in 
very handy at the high camps. Pitted dates of the same firm 
are also good. The dried peaches were bought in the United 
States and proved too difficult to cook thoroughly. 

48 lbs. Danish pemmican. 

10 lbs. sardines. 

5 lbs. tuna. 

5 lbs. salmon. 

9 lbs. chicken. 

6 lbs. corned beef hash. 

10 lbs. beefiteak and onions. 

18 lbs. dried beef (6-lb. tins). 

Pemmican (Danske Vin et Konserves Fabriken, Copen- 
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hagen) is excellent if one does not try to live on it alone. It 
should be saved for the high camps where cooking is diffi- 
cult. There it is priceless. Tins of beefsteak and onions are 
delicious but too heavy for their food value, unless for oc- 
casional variety. Dried beef is good at any camp. It has ex- 
tremely high food value and goes well, cooked or uncooked, 
with almost anything else. We deeply regretted losing part 
of our supply through a punctured tin. 

10 lbs. raspberry jam. 

10 lbs. strawberry jam. 

10 lbs- honey. 

5 lbs. apple jelly. 

5 lbs. currant jelly. 

Kashmir honey is recommended, but small pressure top 
tins should be found if possible. Jam is especially important 
in cold weather. We should have had more for the march 
to the mountain. 

20 lbs. dried baked beans. 

12 lbs. dried com. 

8 lbs. dried beets. 

8 lbs. dried mixed vegetables. 

4 lbs. dried cabbage. 

4 lbs. dried sweet potatoes. 

2 lbs. dried carrots. 

Mrs J. F. Kelly, 20 Barker Road, Pittsfield, Mass., cannot 
be too highly recommended for her dried vegetables. Her 
com and beets are especially good. We found that the beans 
and beets were the only vegetables we could cook high on 
the mountain; some thought the beans caused slight in- 
digestion because they were not thoroughly cooked at high 
camps. The com, carrots, sweet potatoes and mixed vege- 
tables, while excellent below, took too long to cook at over 
18,000 ft. 

40 lbs. Cheddar cheese (in lo-lb. tins from England). 

10 lbs- Gmyiare (in smaU, tinfoil-wrapped sections). 

The cheese was very popular. Gmyfere is expensive, but 
it is good high-camp food and is always welcome. The big 
Cheddar cheeses were just the thing to make tea and 
crackers a success at Base Camp and below. 

50 lbs. aita. 

80 lbs. crackers (National Biscuit Co. Hard Bre^). 

The aita (wheat flour) was made into chupattis at Base 
Camp and below. The crackers were a sort of hardtack, not 
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too hard, yet not friable. They were consistently popular 
and solved the cracker problem uncommonly well. 

108 Maggi soup cubes. 

36 cans Knorr bouillon and soup. 

The Knorr bouillon was very good. We found also that 
Maggi soup cubes naix well with pemmican. 

50 lbs. Javatex chocolate. 

20 lbs. Toblerone chocolate. 

10 lbs. Epicure chocolate. 

60 lbs. Horlick’s Malted Milk tablets. 

400 rolls Beechnut and Life Saver fruit drops. 

Good chocolate is always important on any expedition. 
Walter Baker Co.’s Javatex, specially made for tropical 
climates, survived the heat well and was always popular, 
though Toblerone was perhaps the favourite. We used some 
of our chocolate for iron rations. Horlick’s Malted Milk, 
put up in pressure-top tins, is extremely good. The tablets 
were soon known as “Go Qjiicks” and tablets and tins were 
always in demand. Fruit drops were handy on the thirsty 
march from Srinagar. Beechnut drops seem to stand up 
better under intense heat. 

5 lbs. tea. 

1,000 tea balls. 

6 lbs. Whitman’s Instantaneous Chocolate. 

38 lbs. Klim (dried milk). 

At one time we were drinHng nearly 2 qts. of tea apiece 
a day. Incidentally, tea balls prevent squabbles about how 
dark the tea should be. Klim, of course, can be used to ad- 
vantage in almost any cooking operation. 

60 lbs. butter. 3 tins pepper. 

30 lbs. rice. 2 tins cinnamon. 

15 lbs. macaroni. 2 pks. jello. 

12 lbs. hominy. 2 lbs. Mpper. 

10 lbs. pecans. 2 tins powdered gravy. 

10 lbs. salt. 

As far as I know, the perfect tinned butter to withstand 
topical heat has not been found. Rice is always good when 
it can be easily cooked. Pecans make good iron rations and 
save cooking at high camps. Hominy goes well as a v^e- 
table at supper. Boned kippers are always well received. On 
another expedition I would take 15 lbs. Our salt was so 
frequently “borrowed” by natives or by our Kashmir cook 
that in the end we had to get some from the Sherpas. 
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I c{t. Hudson Bay Rum. 

I qt. Jamaica Rum. 

All hands agreed that a little more alcohol would have 
been very welcome. 

One of the most difficult problems concerning expedi- 
tion food is how much sugar to take. Some climbers believe 
that above snow line one should take at least 2 lbs. of total 
sugar per man per day. Others use only lb. per man per 
day, plus sugar from dates, jam, etc. We had only about 
i lb. of pure sugar per man per day, plus some sugar in 
fruits, chocolate, jam, malted milk, etc. It would have been 
better had we taken at least i lb. of pure sugar apiece per 
day. 

x 8 o lbs. white sugar. 

Sherpa food is a problem in itself. The porters eat 
roughly about 2 lbs. of atta or tsarrd>a. (barley flour) per 
day. They also drink much tea—with as much or little 
sugar as you allow them. Below snow line they like rice and 
dhali (curry powder). 

These are random notes about the food of the Karakoram 
Expedition. Each item could be discussed in great detail, 
but the important fact is that, although we hxd no added 
vitamins, the food kept us in good condition and we had 
m muatain sickness at all. On a future trip, however, I 
would take along addidonal food for stocking camps, and 
would also add a little to the bulk. A minority of one or 
two members thought the rations too sHm. We all felt that 
almost every camp on K2 should be stocked to hold out 
against at least a ten-day storm. If you have sevm or eight 
camps, this means taking a large supply of additional food 
which probably will never be eaten. 

The writer hopes that more mountaincCTS will publish 
their ideas on expedition food.^ 

* For recent discuadon of esepedition food lee the controrewy between 
Tllman a»d Od<^ in TTtt GtognjMid Jmiudj^tkcemba 1938; HSmak^ 
AssaaU, Lond^ Medtuen & Co., 1938J or Dr Teaidale’s article in Th* 
fSmabffon Jouml for 1939. 
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TRANSPORT 
Capt. N. R. Stxcatfeild 

Transport for an expedition to the Karakoram is often 
difficult to obtain unless word of the group’s requirements 
has been sent on in advance. Arrangements for the Ameri- 
can Alpine Club party were made as follows : The Govern- 
ment Transport Contractor at Srinagar collected ponies 
for the rough journey over the Zoji La to Dras; from Dras 
to Skardu, transport was requested of the Tehsildax of Kar- 
gil ; while from Skardu to Askole and thence to Base Gamp 
the Tehsildax of Skardu was asked to have coolies ready on 
specified dates. 

On May 13 the expedition left Nedou’s Hotel early 
in the morning and were driven 18 miles to Woyil Bridge. 
Here 24 ponies were selected from a large collection and 
loaded for the 5-day stage to Dras. So early in the year the 
ponies are in poor condition and find the snow on the Zoji 
La extremely trying; however, they landed us in Dras in 
the prescribed time and all was well. The Zoji La is not 
officially open for pony transport until June, so we were 
forced to pay the exorbitant rate of twelve rupees per pony 
for the march. After June i the official rates come into 
force and only about half the above has to be paid. 

At Dras we found ponies waiting to take our kit the two 
marches to KJiaral; mese we paid at the rate of one anna 
per pony per mile. From Khaxal along the Indus Valley to 
Skardu the problem of transport is easily solved : by a system 
known as “Res” the government details certain village each 
to supply coolies for a one-day march. Thus one is forced to 
change coolies each evening on arrival in camp. The rates 
are very cheap — ^half an anna per coolie-mile. 

At Skardu we found the efficient Tehsildar ready with 
all we required. From here to Yuno (two marches) all went 
wdl, but the coolies then began to demand exorbitant rates 
of pay and it was necessary to enlist the help to the Tehsildar 
at Skardu to obtain the number we required at a reasonable 
rate. As soon, as one penetrates beyond the r^;ular trade 
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route to Sk.irdu the rates begin to rise, and we were paying 
one anna per eoolic-inile from Yuno to Askolc. 

Now came the work of enlisting the seventy-five coolies to 
carry our kit from Askolc — the last village up the Braldu 
River— to the Base Camp- It is a journey of eight marches 
which necessitate not only coolies to carry one’s own belong- 
ings but additional <'o«jlies to carry food for the other coolies! 
The men in these parts being extremely independent and 
sclf-opinioned, the best rates we were able to arrange were 
one rupee per ctwdic per day plus two annas food allow- 
ance. The men of Askolc are naturally indolent, so it is 
difficult to cover many miles each day after: the first day’s 
march the whole contingent went on strike and refused to 
proceed farther unless we offered them still higher wages 
and promised them shorter hours! The strike, however, was 
soon quelled by telling the ringleaders to go home, as we 
had decided to carry our own belongings ; we also reminded 
them that there would be no pay for the work already car- 
ried out. 

The Base Camp was reached without further trouble and 
tbe coolies all paid off and sent back to tbeir homes. A pro- 
portion were told to come back on a specified date to carry 
for us on the return journey. 

Such arc the whims of the Oriental that the journey home 
is always easier and cheaper to arrange. The coolies we had 
detailed, with the addition of a certain number of other 
hopefuls, reached Base Camp a day sooner than we had 
anticipated. Full of rejoicing, possibly for our safety, they 
carried our belongings to ^kolc, for one rupee per day, in 
five days instead of the eight taJeen on the outward journey. 
M<»t of them then insists on accompanying us to Skardu. 
Wc saved two more days on this |>ortion of the march by 
crossing the Skoro La (16,700 ft.) In place of following the 
tortuous course of the river. The last march to Skardu was 
performed in style on a — a raft made from inflated goat 
skins : these rafts arc floated down the river and carry one 
along at about eight miles an hour if the current is strong. 

From Skardu another shortcut was taken by crossing the 
high and barren Deosai Plain to Bandipur. This took us six 
days and our transport consisted of ponies for which we 
paid at the rate of one anna per pony per mile. At Bradipur 
a lorry was awaiting us and we completed the go^miles into 
Srina;^ in style. 
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Our six Sherpa porters were recruited in Darjeeling 
through the local representative of the Himalayan Club. 
They were sent the 1,000 miles to Rawalpindi by train and 
we collected them there before leaving for Srinagar. In 
addition to their food and clothing, these cheerful little 
men were paid at the rate of about ten annas per day 
bdow the snow line, and one rupee above it. More valuable 
and loyal companions it would be difficult to find. 

Much assistance in the collection and management of the 
coolies and ponies was given by our shikari, by name 
Ghaffar Sheikh, a rogue who always had a smile on his face 
and a joke on his tongue. 


APPENDIX vix 

Ka WEATHER 
William P. House 

It seems almost presumptuous to present the meagre 
meteorological observations of the 1938 Karakoram Ex- 
pedition in anything as definite as an appendix. The truth 
is, what meteorological data was obtained was of a dis- 
tinctly lay character. In that light it is presented, not as 
scientific findings jfrom which sound conclusions can be 
drawn, but as a record of the weather as it afiected a party 
engaged primarily in getting as high as possible on K2 and 
therefore limited in extra equipment and in the energy and 
time that could be expended in collecting data. Weather 
in the Karakoram is stul so little known that perhaps even 
these amateurish observations will be of some value in 
correlating the data obtained by previous expeditions and 
in developing a clearer picture of atmospheric conditions 
in this little-known range. 

Situated as it is noilh of the main range of the Hima- 
laya, separated firom that by the Indus VaUey, the Kara- 
koram apparently creates its own climate. As in many other 
high, isolated moxmtain ranges, the weather is largely in- 
dependent of that of the surroimding country. Unuke Mt. 
Everest, Kanchenjunga, Nanga Parbat and other great 
Himalayan peaks, the interior of the Karakoram does not 
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appear to be afFecled by the monsoon — a factor of great im- 
portance to the mountain climber. Rather, Karakoram 
weather seems to resemble Alpine weather; the change of 
seasons is characterized not by sudden drastic and complete 
changes, but by gradual transitionary changes. The experi- 
ence of previous expeditions shows no uniformity in the 
date of summer passing into fall, for instance. Some expedi- 
tions have found good weather early in the season — ^in late 
April and May; others have found excellent weather as 
late as August. Although some groups have reported breaks 
in the weather apparently as complete as on Everest and 
other monsoon-controlled mountains, these almost invari- 
ably marked the end of the party’s stay in the region. In other 
words, these changes may have been of short duration fol- 
lowed by alternate periods of clear weather and bad. 

The uncertain nature of the weather — characterized by 
sudden changes lasting only a few days — ^was the most 
striking weather feature in the Karakoram in June and July 
of 1938. Frequently the morning dawned absolutely clear 
and remained so until noon. Then light clouds formed and 
a few hours later perhaps a full-fledged storm developed. 
Often the weather the next morning improved and the 
day ended fair. 

The worst storms in general seemed to come from the 
south and south-west, although clouds frequently blew in 
from the east. This was particularly noticeable while we 
were on the mountain. Wind directions recorded three 
times a day were almost invariably from the south-west 
(when there was wind at all) for almost a month from June 
27 on. This is not stumrising since it corresponds with 
(he direction of some of the main valleys and the axis of 
several passes to the south of K2. Had observations been 
made high up on the west side of K2 it is possible wind 
might have come preponderantly from the north-west. The 
only justification for advancing this is that from both sides 
of the Abruzzi ridge the wind was always in the same 
direction — counter dockwise around the moimtain. 

Winds were very high on several occasions — always from 
the south-west. Except on the Ka Glacier, where there w^ 
generally a down glacier wind in the aft^o^ high wiivl^ 
never occurred without snow and low visibility. 

The major storms were usually pr^aged by otts or nre^ 
days of cloudy or unsettled weatiiM. what appeated W 
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a major storm approaching as retreat from the high camps 
was begun, gave several days’ warning : first in a persistent 
rim of clouds on the south-west horizon, then in a similar 
rim to the east and south. For three days these came closer. 
Finally on the fourth the peaks around K2 flew banners and 
storm clouds of all descriptions. Fish-shaped clouds flew 
from several of the peaks and elsewhere in the sky were 
long, freight-train-like strings of clouds. Only on the fifth 
day when we were back at Base Camp did the upper part of 
K2 appear to be completely in clouds. During me next day 
and the march out the clouds remained on all the peaks 
down to about 18,000 ft. Ten days after leaving Base Camp 
the region around Ka appeared to be still in clouds. This 
observation was made from about 13,000 ft. on the edge of 
the Deosai Plains above Skardu. What we had been able to 
see of the interior of the range during that time suggested 
continued storms. Our crossing of the Skoro La (16,700 ft.) 
was in a storm which seemed confined to the N. or Ka side 
of the pass. Whether the apparent continued stormy weather 
would have been serious enough to prevent climbing, 
there is no way of telling. It is possible that in character it 
was no different firom what had been experienced on Ka 
— ^namely a succession of good and bad days. From the 
genereilly low observation points in the valleys it is quite 
possible that the clouds which seemed to be covering the 
whole of the interior of the Karakoram were only on the 
tops of the outer, lower peaks and did not reprraent a con- 
tinuous storm at all. This would fit in with what was often 
observed firom Ka, namely clouds on surrounding outer 
mountains, but good weather on Ka itself. 

It seems safer, therefore, not to regard it as a definite 
break in the weather, but rather as a temporary break 
which might have been followed by stretches of good 
weather such as were experienced on Ka during June and 
July. 

In general temperatures were surprisingly high. The lowest 
temperature recorded by the maximum and minimum ther- 
mometer from Base Camp to Gamp VI was i® F,^ Above 
Base Gamp, both on the Abruzzi ridge and on the Savoia 
and Godwin-Austen Glaciers, the minimum temperatures 

1 It is interestiixg to note limt the 1939 American Expedition to the Kara^ 
koram found that the thermometer left near Baac C 3 amp by Burdsah in t9$8 
had roistered a minimum of only *— F. dunr^ the interim. 
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averaged around 10° F. Six a.m. and 8 p.m. temperatures 
were generally well below freezing but were not always 
consistent with changes in altitude, as can be seen by the 
chart. 

Temperatures taken at 2 p.m. were generally above 
freezing. On only five days on the entire trip were they 
below freezing. The coldest recorded at this hour was 24“ F. 
Three of these days were too bad for travelling. They were 
the only days directly lost through bad weather. Many 
other days would undoubtedly have been too bad for travel- 
ling above the glacier — particularly during the first two 
weeks — but as all observations at the time were made from 
the glacier they do not indicate it. 

From comparisons of the relatively low night tempera- 
tures recorded during the first two weeks (Jtme 13-July i) 
with the temperatures recorded at greater altitudes in the 
next few weela it would appear that the season grew warmer 
from the time we arrived at Base Gamp. That is, the night 
temperatures between 17,000 ft. and 19,000 ft. in late 
June were in some cases higher than night temperatures 
above 20,000 ft. in July. 

On the basis of temperatures as well as number of clear 
days, the month of July in 1938 offered the best climbing 
weather. June, to judge firom the bad weather at low eleva- 
tions, would have been poor at best. August might have re- 
mained fine. Of the other months — May, September and 
October — our observations, limited sis they are, can shed no 
light. 

Note; All temperatures were recorded from a ma ximum 
and minimum thermometer — ^actual readings being made at 
6 a.m., 2 p.m. and 8 p.m. Unfortunately, the m i n i m u m 
temperatures were not recorded regularly enough to be of 
muiii value in correlating them with actual tonperatures. 

For night and morning readings as well as for min i mum 
readings the thermometer was generally hung on the outeide 
of the tent, clear of the fabric and openings, 3 ft. above the 
groimd. It is possible (hat some errors may have been present 
due to body heat from the tent. The stoves were never., going 
at those hours. 

Afternoon temperatures were taken usually with the ther- 
mometer 3 ft. above the grotmd in the shade— -either on a rock 
or the tent. 
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